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ROL | | 
Spoken by Mr. VI Lk S. [| 


HEN Roman Arms their Hoſtile Terrors hurPd, * 11 

Ard march'd in Triumph o'er the Conquer d Warlds | 

Wie Plunder d Provinces in Ruins mourn'd, _ 

Ind Captive Kings the Victor's Carr adorn'd: — 

Wien proud Patricians gave whale Realms away, 

. Crown'd their Vailals avith Imperial Sway : 

Wo Wonder, then, the ſame Ambitious Lords, 

Fir Want of Foes, drew on themſelwes their Swords. 

Pompey and Cæſar ruPd that World they won, 

ill each determin'd to be Lord alone : | 

e Flam'd that Fire, whoſe Civil Rage diſiray'd 

ſbe glorious Liberty their Sires enjoy d: | 

 barfalia's Field at length decides the Day, 

rd cave Mankind, to Cæſar': Arms, a Prey. | 

| ae their State, when vanguiſb d Pompey fle 14 

un Czlar's Sword, to ask Egyptian Aide. 4 

There flarts eur Play, and into Action draws [14 
| 
| 


| 


, Fate befel the pity d Pompey's Cauſe: 
(Charge well worthy of an abler Muſe; 
Wt ne, 2 Poſt, for being too good, refuſe ! 
amd by the Subject, and by Roman Fire, 11. 
„ bBard gives all that Lucan cou'd inſpire! 1 
= what avails his boaſted Care and Pains, 
i Gothick Taſte prefers, to labour d Scenes, 

Is mute Exploits of Motley Harlequins? 
„ perhaps, in the Politer Throng, 
better haue been pleas'd, had Cæſar Sung. 
bet from us to queſtion your Delight! FI 
„, at Pleaſure, 2 is Engliſh Right ! | - 


van for boaſted Freedom you declare, | | 

% jou keep the Liberty. 14 Err! ö | 
Vince then rank Farce is grown a Taſte ſo neus, 11 
under wwe exhibit Nonſenſe too. ! {#5} | | 


W the ware but Beginners there, aue Il drudge, 1 
us entertain. as low as Crouds can Judge N 
| A: 


While 1 
\ 


4 
©. 


P ROLOG UE. 


iWhile plain October can ſecure their Votes, 
Ny fhou'd wwe ſpill Champaign on vulgar Throat? 
:Howe'er, to-night (by ſuch groſs Scenes betray'd J 0 


- 


V call the Roman Julius to our Aid. 
On You it lies to fave the Cauſe of Verſe, 
And give the Palm to Tragedy or Farce. 


Ne 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ME N. 


Julius Ceſar, Mr. Booth, 
| — E C4/ar's Lieutenants, * * 
Decius, | Mr. Williams, 


Prolomey, King of Zgypr. Mr. Cibber, Jun. 
Photinus, * Mr, Mills. 


Achillas, | 

3 _ His Counſellors, Ws Pata * 
Septimius, Mr, Bridgwate, 
Achoreus, Mr. Cibter, Sen. 


Firſt Centurion. Mr. Roberts. 
Second Mr. Thurmond. 


WOMEN. 


Cornelia, the Relict of Pompey. Mrs. Porter. 

Cleopatra, Siſter to Ptolomey. Mrs. Oldfield, 

Charmion, her Attendant. Mrs. Williams. 
TCenturions, Mutineers, Guards and Attendants. 
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Mala fides unguam miſeros elegit amicot. Luc. lib. 8. 
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A C T k 
PHOTINUS, AGHILLAS. 


PrHoTINGSs. 


I UR fertile Zgyp#,- now, no more ſhall 
JV % oan, 
Beneath the Ravage of inteftine War; 


Rebellion have th' Excuſe of Anarchy. 


| Ptolomey ! 

While Cleopatra, by his Arms redue'd, 

Werceives her Empire bounded, by this Palace; 
here, like a Criminal of State, confin'd, 

Wi: oops for Favours, where ſhe once beſtow'd them. 
Achil. And yet ſo equal, ſo unchang' d her Spirit, 
vie ſeems not to deſire, or not t have loſt 

WW [cone The ſame majeſtick gracious Smile 

is in her Eye, inſenſible of Foes, 

Ur ſeeming not to know them. 
Po, All diſſembledT 
ain d up in Courts; ſhe knows to mask her Malice; 
A 4 But 


Nor, from the Conteſts of divided Sway, 


Our plenteous Nile, now flows for 


* 


0 
* 
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But were ſhe looſe again to Power, this Head, | 
That honeſtly projected her Confinement, 
Wou'd be the earlieſt Victim of her Vengeance. Thi 
Achil. *Tis true, my Lord; and that one Point WM Vi 
conſider'd, | > | To 


Why is her Verge of Liberty ſo large? 

Why is ſhe ſuffer'd {till to train along 

This lofty Palace, with her Crouds attending ? 

To revel in the bow'ry Shades, to range 

The ſportive Foreſt, and command its Pleaſures } 
To ſpread her ſilken Toils beneath the Stream? 
With tow'ring Falcons to diſtreſs the Dove! 

Or like Diana, with her Wood-nymphs grac'd, 
To mount the breathing Hills, and ſweep the Vale, 
Chacing with cheerful Horn, the Stag, the Boar} 

Pho. Thou know'ſt, Achillas, ſhe's the People's 
Idol; 

Over whoſe Hearts, her Eyes uſurp an Empire! 
Conſcious of Beauty, ſhe delights to pleaſe, 

And when in publick View ſhe moves, 

Her radiant Charms attract their Adoration !- 
Then from her Speech, ſuch melting Muſick flows, 
Nor more her Words, than tuneful Voice perſuade, 
Therefore too cloſe Reſtraint were dangerous : 
'This Shew of Freedom will amuſe the Commons; 
Who pierce not to th' Abridgment of her Sway; 
Put were they. utterly refus'd her Sight, 

Or but her lovely Perſon hardly treated; 

The Force of Zgyps wou'd not curb their Rage, 
Nor Ptolomey were ſafe upon his Throne. 

Achil. Tis not the murm'ring Multitude I fear, 

But powerful Rome's Reſentment wakes my Thougit; 
How may the jealous Senate bear this Change? 
Whoſe awful Voices haye decreed, that both 
Siſter and Brother, as the late King's Will 
Bequeath'd, ſhould equal, hold the Reins of Empire? 
Nor will, I fear, great Pompey brook her Treatment, 


Who ſtands alike the Guardian of them both. * 
f 7 
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pho, Pompey and Rome have weightier Cares at 
Home, 11 

The Storm of civil War, now rais'd by Ceſar, 

Withdraws their Inſolence from foreign Realms, 

Iro waſte their Valour on their proper Subjects! 

Their diſtant Care of us, is but their Pride, 

ind Wantonneſs of Power; inteſtine: Jars 

May humble them to Juſtice, and reduce 

Their Empire to its old Italian Bounds, 

0: ſay, that on Pharſalia's dreadful Plain, 3 

(Wher: now theſe rival Liens hourly watch - 

lich other as their Prey) Conqueſt ſhou'd give 

The Reman World to Pompey, or to Ceſar; 

Twill then be Time enough, when we are ſure 

Whoſe Nod we mult obey, to change our Meaſures: 

(ci. Behold the King! and in his youthful Eye 
dome Joy unuſual ſparkles into Triumph. 


Inter Ptolomey with an open Letter, Septimius, 
Achoreus following. 


u. O Photinus! Ofiris now has heard 
Our Vows ! at length this Miſtreſs of the Earth, 
Inperious Rome, has loſt her Liberty! 


This haughty Dame that gave her Laws to Monarchs, 


Vhoſe private Citizens durſt proudly vaunt 
Their Scorn of Crowns, and boaſt of ſcepter'd Vaſſals; 
n wanton Rowe, impregnated with Power, | 
ail Diſcord, teems her own Deſtruction: 

lla alias Field has given the World to Ceſar; 

ind bembey is a Fugitive in gert. BE 

[All his late Triumphs, Lawrels, and Renown, 

Are now the Spoils, and grace the Brows of Ceſar, 
Ci ar, who warm with. Injuries, and Conqueſt, 
Vil well avenge the Cauſe of ſlighted Kings, 

And bend the Neck of Rome to one victorious Lord, 


te, When our Oppreſſors feel the Fetters they 


impos'd, | 
bur Chains are lightned by the Loads they bear. 
| A 5 Ptel. 


— — 
— — . —— 


—— >. 


— 


* 


o CESAR in Egypt. 


Ptol, We who are deom'd to wear  precarigu 
_ Crowns, | 
With leſs Regret, ; ſhall pay our Homage to 
A King, than an inferior proud Republick ! 
Pho. But you were ſpeaking, Sir, of Pompey's 
Flight, FP por aol 
And, as J think, of bis Arrival here | 
Ptol, The Remnant of his Fleet, three ſhatter 
Barks, | 
Now anchor in our Port; where with his fair, 
His ſad Cornelia, and ſome few Dependents, _ 
Who ſhare the hopeleſs Fortunes of Pharſa ia, 
He waits upon our Will; having firſt ſent 
On Shore a Friend, with this Addreſs to as 
Protection, and if poſſible our Aid to check 
The Courſe of Cæſar, and inforce the War. 
There, more at large you'll read, how unſecure 
75 lives them the Lui. 
Is all the tow'ring Strength of human Glory. 
Acho. He tells us here, that Parthia's warlike 
King 
(Whoſe Conqueſt over Craſſus is ſo.fam'd,) 
Had offer'd to receive him; but himſelf 
Aſſur'd his Fortunes more Relief in Egypr, 
ere his late Service to your royal Father, 
He knows, will be remember'd in his Welcome. 
Prol. Tis true, when bold Rebellion !preſs'd my 
Father, un 
Pompey procur'd the Senate's timely Aid, | 
Which cruſh'd the Tumult, and confirm'd his Throne; 
And Benefits conferr'd on Dignity diſtreſt, 
Entail their Obligation on its Heirs, 
But Pompey, in that utmoſt Exigence, 
Tho" generous, was not more a Friend than Ceſar; 
Whoſe thouſand Talents from his private Store, 
Advanc'd, gave Life, and Sinews to our Cauſel. 
Thus ſtands my doubtful Gratitude divided ; 
Pompey's Misfortunes plead for our Relief; 


But 


/ 
CAESAR in Ægypt. 11 
u Ceſer's Greatneſs warns us to abjure him: 
To make a Foe of Ceſar now were frantick 
Virtue ; . 
And to deſert a Friend's Diſtreſs — ignoble. 
Yard-fated Choice! muſt I, to ſave my Crown, 
Yield up this hunted Pompey's Head to Caſar ? 
Or (fayving Pompey) make my Crown his Prey ? 
What then can guard me, but your riper Wiſdom ? 
Your Counſel, Lords, is now my laſt Reſource, 
To ſhield your Prince from Ruin, or Diſhonour.. 
Acho, To guard your Crown, Sir, is our eldeſt Duty: 
dat what are Crowns that are not worn with Honour? 
We grant, the Obligations of your State 
To Pompey, and to Ceſar's Friendſhip, equal; 
Yet, as one only begs immediate Payment, 
Pmpey's Diſtreſs ſeems here to turn the Scale, 
And weighs up conſcious Honour to relieye him. 
Ciſar makes no Demand upon your Crown; 
His proſperous Arms not ask, but give Support: 
A worſt, his thouſand Talents might be paid; 
Then are you unconfin'd, in Gratitude ; 
Then Sir, what's due to Pompey, bears no Queſtion, 
If tis objected, Ceſar may reſent 
Your Favours to his mortal Foe; 'tis true, 
If ſy——my Counſel were moſt hazardous: 
But who, what Enemy can ſay of Ceſar, 
That he provok'd him, by an Act of Honour! 
How is he fam'd for Mercy to his Foes? 
Then will he not forgive a friendly Error, 
Whoſe Motive has th Excuſe of Gratitude ? 
Wit ſhou'd you offer Violence to Pompey, 
o may great Cæſar take Advantage of 
boar Crime, and build his Fame upon your Ruin? 
Therefore my Thoughts adviſe you, Sir, be grateful, 
Supply the Wants of Pompey, and protect him: 
Appeal to Cæſar's Honour, and you gain him; 
But Pope's injur'd Life were ſuch an Act, 
As neither Gods would bear, nor Ceſar pardon. 
Pte. 
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Prol. Achoreus has our Thanks your Thovght, 
| AG; 0:5 be rot ig at.” 
Achil. Achorens, Sir, has ſpoke, as well becomes 


h 
His holy Function, and a faithful Subject: + 
But yet how far the Laws of Policy | An 
May warrant what his Wiſdom has adyanc'd, 2 
1 own, with me, as yet, is undetermin'd, By. 
Ceſar has Virtue but he wants not Art: / 
And tho' no doubt he wiſhes Pompey dead, f 
Nay, in his Heart, wou'd bleſs the Hand that ſmote 
him; - er Sha 
Yet theſe are Thoughts his Glory muſt conceal, , , P 
Therefore who knows, but Pompey's Death reveng'd, Wl 7m 
Might be the Mask his Joy wou'd chuſe to wear! If y 
If fo, the Death of Pompey might undo us: If y 
But when again we weigh it, as the End, Pom 
The Summit, and the Crown of Cæſar's Conqueſts; Nc 
When we reflect, that they who give Repoſe, Tot 
And full Security to Ce/ar's Power, ** And 
Can never be themſelves unſafe — then, Sir, Betts 
The Death of Pompey is the Life of Zgyps. . Of / 
Ptol. Your Sentiments, Septimius? Whe 
Sept, Sir, my Sword Or ( 
Speaks me, I am unfit for grave Debates; . Pom} 
A Roman born, my Science has been War: Invit 
My Services, by Pomtey's Scorn o'erlook'd, _ e. 
_ Have chang'd my thankleſs native Soil for Egypt, He t. 
Whoſe Intereſts now my Heart's laſt Blood ſhall ſer ter 


If Fgypt then is loſt, Septimius is an Exile; Were 
And what can Zgypr fave, but Ceſar's Friendſhip? WW Wha: 
What gain that Friendſhip, but your Hate to P²]ꝗ]¹Ü]] bat 
What prove that Hatred real, but his Head? 70 pi 
Which trembling on a Spear, to Cefar's View, To b. 
Crowns all his Toils, for, then, unriyall'd Empire, o,“ 
Ceſar knows Men, and bears no lukewarm Friend; WC pon 
With him, who ſtands ſuſpected, is'condemu'd: Have 
Be cautious, Sir, he is not ſerv'd by halves! One I 
As then Sincerity muſt gain his Heart; ar not 


go muſt we ſtrike our chen net to Pompey's. 1. 
your Zgyptian Reſolution faints, . 
| have a Roman Arm, that wants Natel. 
The Blame, or Merit of the Deed be mine; an 
And while *tis mine alone, Fame ſhall confeſs, © 
Pompey, like Rome her ſelf, cou'd only fall 
By Romans. | 

Acho, Iſis and Ofiris guard us ! 

Prol, Your Voice, Photinus, now concludes our. 

Meaſures! _ 

Shall Zzypr league with Pompey, or with Ceſar?” 

Pho, I. grant your Kingdom, Sir, to each indeblad; 
Pmpey begs for Payment: Ceſar expects it. 
If you fail Pomtey, Pompey may reproach you. 
If you ſlight Ceſar, Ceſar can revenge it, 
Prmzey's Relief demands your certain Ruin! 
as Ambition will expect his Head, 
Fo talk of Obligations, Gratitude, 
And Honour balanc'd with a Nations Safety, 
Fetter befits the dreaming Sanity * 
0f Anchorets, than Vigilance of Monarchs! 
When Empires are at Stake, nothing is Juſt, 
Or Great, but what implicitly maintains em. 
Pompey is routed — and in Compliment 
Invites us to partake his Ruin. Gods! 
becauſe he ſav'd us once, does he conclude 
He therefore has a Right to our Deſtruction? 
tor now to aid him, aint the Arms of Cæſar, 
Were to renew the Giants“ War with Heaven. 
What Laws of Nations, Juſtice, or of Honour, 
hat Contracts, Leagues, or Treaties bind us down, 
To prop this falling Pompey with our Bones, 
To be by Cæſar cruſh'd, and trampled into Aſhes? 
No, Sir, the Ruin Pompey brings, repel 
on his Head! joyn you the Cauſe, the Gods 

Have own'd, and turn your Sword on Ceſar's Foes ! 
ie Blow ſecures his Friendſhip, and your Crown! 
WW wot for Zigypr, ſtrike for Prolomey. 


TT 


Conſider 
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Conſider your divided Title, Sir, _ 7 
Your Royal Siſter's Claim, her e He 
Her Arts! her female Spleen, and Beauty wh 


Dreſſing her Wrongs in Tears, and Ceſar OY 

Her ſoft Complainings blowing him to Flames! 

Will he refuſe to right ſo fair a Suitreſs? 

At leaſt, Sir, give him not Pretence t inforce 

Your Father's Will, or what were worſe, 

T inveſt her ſolely with the ſov'reign PoWr, 

And veil. his Veng'ance in an Act of Juftice, 
Prol, No more] that Thought embitters all Remorſe, 

| Were Pompey dearer to my Heart than Life; 

Rather than ſerve my Siſter's haughty Pride, 

My Rage, like Thunder, in the Port ſhou'd ſink hinf 

Achillas, and Septimius, you ob ey 

The Orders of Photinus 


hark, your Ear! 
[hi 
Acho. Nay, then the horrid Reſolution' pts funk 
My farther Counſel will be uſeleſs here! 
Hence then, to Royal Cleopatra haſte, 
With Pompey's Fate alarm her nobler Soul, 
And try what Terrors may be form'd, to ſave him. 
| [Aide] Exit 
Pho. Delay may give him Doubts of his Recep- 
tion; 
He may retreat, and hoiſt his Sails for Aſa, 
The preſent Hour's too precious to be Joſt ; 
In Execution of diſtreſsful Meaſures, 
»Tis Expedition gives them Life and Luſtre, 

Ptol. You then Achillas and Septimius haſte, 
Take to your Aid the Parties you have nam'd; 
Ruſh on the Inſtant, to a deathleſs Fame, 

And give Repoſe to Zzypr, 

Sept. And to Pompey. [Fxeunt Achil. and Sept 

ptol. The Reſolution fix'd recalls my Spirit! 

I am again my ſelf! ſet free! I reign! 
Conclude we then that Pompey is no more, 
And that his Death buries my Siſter's Claim: 


701 
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gor howſoe er on Ceſar ſhe relies, 
Her Right had ſtronger Hope from Pompry's Aid, 
whoſe Friendſhip to my Father was ſo firm, 
he undeftook, as Warden of his Will, | 
To place my Siſter on the Throne, my Equal! 
but now 

zo, Thoſe Glories with her Champion periſh ! 
Whoſe Head ſecures you in the Heart of Ceſar, 
pu. But ſee my Siſter; in her Look, Surprize, 
id wild Emotion eager to be heard. ef? 


* 


* 


Enter Cleopatra, 


Clu. Sir, I'm inform'd, great Pompey is arriv'd, 
Ind that your Council pauſes to receive him. 
pn. Your Voice and Geſture, Madam, ſpeak Re- 
proach , | 

ſhich neither fits your State to give, or mine 

0 bear: Kings are accountable to none. 

Clo, To more than Subjects, by the Laws of Ho. 

nour: 

ieir Luſtre ſtands on Eminencies fixt, 
What the inferior World may gaze, and cenſure! 
Wow vain is Glory, when it gives not Wonder! 

ow mean is Majeſty, that dares be thanklſs! 
nul. Your Cares for Pompey are at my Expence. 
our Bounty's great, for want of Pow'r to give: 
fere Egypt yours, your Virtue wou'd have Bounds, 
Cv, Were not your Virtue limited, my Pow'r 
nd Right in Ægypt wou'd to yours be equal. 
lend, at leaft, to Pompey's Aid, my Wiſhes, 
Fd that's a Merit which your Greatneſs wants. 
ty go you not in Perſon to receive him? | 
Pri, 1 know my ſelf, and know the State of Pompey. 
mins and Achillas have their Orders. 
Ceo, Are thoſe fit Agents for your Gratitude ? 
e you not your Crown to Pompey's Favour? 
Ito, Be due, what may, to him; now Cæſar claims it. 
Cu, Can you forget ſuch godlike Benefits: 


Fol, 


: 
F 
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Ptol. Was Ceſar s Gold weh by Pompeyy 


Speeches? 
Has Ceſar leſs Demands on Gratitude, 
Becauſe he can confirm the Crown he ſay'd.) 
Cleo. But hapleſs Pompey, not reliev d, muſt periſh 
Ptol. And if reliey'd, you'll make my Peace yit 
. Ceſar ! | 
Fair Siſter, you may ſpare your Interceſſions, 
They're loſt on one, that knows their Motiye ! 
You live in Hope, that Pompey's Fortunes may 
Retrieye your own; you think him bound t *enforcs 
My Father's Will, and therefore wiſh him Pow'r; ; 
This is the thin Diſguiſe your Virtue wears! 
Hence flows this Torrent of Benevolence! 
But, Madam, know, the Wiles of your Ambition, 
With Pompey's Hopes, may periſh in the Port! 
Cleo. Immortal Gods! and dare you own the Tre: 
ſon? 
Pol. | glory in the Deed, that aunts my Crom 
And levels your Preſumption to Obedience. 
Cleo. Obedience to Superiors muſt be due; 
And who, in gypt,, is the Queen's Superior! 
The Force, and Fortune of injurious Arms, 
'Tis true, haye robb'd me of my Regal Power: 
But my Soul's Empire is in Me alone, 
That ſoars aboye the Reach of Violence, W 
And from its (Heighth, with Scorn regard: you 
Triumph. 
| Prol, Be, then, that mighty Monarch of your Mind 
Rage on, and ſhew how ill you govern there, 
While I content my ſelf with ruling Zgypr. _ 
Cleo. Firſt, Sir, redeem your ſelf from Slayery! 
From the pernicious Counſellors that ſway. you! 
That, thro' the Heart of Pompey ſtrike at me: 
That with falſe Politicks miſlead your Youth, 
To brand our Zgypt with eternal Infamy ! 
Pho. Photinus, Madam, dares avow the Counſel, 
Cleo. I ſpoke, Sir, to the King; when ! , 
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o you, then take with me that Liberty. x 
ll. Paſs it, my Friend; the Inſult is to me. 

phy. Therefore à Subject leſs might bear it, Sir. 

pal. 1 grant, her earlier Birth ſhou'd give Example; 


i female Imperfections muſt be born. 


+ finds her Hopes of Empire loſt with Pompey. 9! 
Civ. 1 ſcorn the Thought, If Intergſt were my { 
hr | 
ſou'd not plead for Pompey, but for Ceſar ! 
pal. Your ſecret Views are to your ſelf beſt known. | 
0 me they ſeem perplext, and intricate,; /- [! 
Ce, Since you provoke me then, receive a gecret,\” 
hat will, at once, confound your barb'rous Counſels, 
1 make your Merit in loſt Pompey s Blood, 
ful to Ceſar, as to Gods, and me. 5 b 
paul. Diſcharge this Thanger chen; 1 ſtand pres 
par'd, | 
id ready far the Bolt. 
6. Attend, and tremble, 1 
When rude Rebellion ſeiz'd on Royal Pow'r, W eil 
d drove our exil'd Father from his Throne; 
0 Rome, as to his only Hope, (as now 
pe) to Ægy pt flies) he fled for Succour: 
to incite the Senate's noble Pity, 
elf and you attended his Diſtreſſes. 
wr Age was unſuſceptible of Care, 
tine (or Flattery deceiv'd me well) | 
on'd in full Beauty, and attracted Hearts: 
of my Conqueſts I ſhall. boaſt but one: 
WW pretended Love: 1 urg'd him to a Proof: 
ne ſthe nobleſt: he reſtor'd our Agypr.: 
e was then his Friend; him Ceſar wrought 
ny Deſire, t' engage the Senate's Aid: 
| : Hoquence of Pumpey had Succels ; 
ls gen'rous Deed ! (O dreadful piteous T hought 5 
We ak Product of their fading Friend hip. 
t Ciſar ſtopt not there! the Senate's Ad 
u but a publiek Act; his opening Heart 


Pour d 
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Pour'd out his private Treaſure wit his Love, 

And from the Bounty of that ſecret Flame, 

We reap'd the Profit of ſupprefs'd Rebellion. 

My conſcious Father, on this Truth refle@ing, 

Thought Half, at leaſt, was dus to her that fay'd 

The Whole, and therefore at his Death bequeatk't 

Me equal Sway, Coheireſs of his Throne: 

While you, unknowing of his noble Motive, 

Reproach his Memory with partial Care, 

Aad make my Right, by Force of Arms, your Spoil 
Prol. How plauſible: ſoe'er this Tale may ſeem, 

Yer, Madam, in my Senſs, it ill agrees 

With Ceſar's Love, and your Concern for Pomjry, 
Cleo, Of that, be C:ſar judge. To you at leaſt 

It proves, that I prefer my Fame to' Empire, 

But fince your Tutors, Sir, have humbler Views, 

Purſue the Ruin I have warn'd you of. 

Send your Aſſaſſins forth on Cæſars Foes, 

And buy his Friendſhip with an Act of Horror! 

While for the Fity I avow for Permpey; 

On me fall all the: Bolts of Cefar's Rage! 
Boaſt you your Merit, and of me complain, 
Then ſee, from what great Caſar ſhall ordain, 
Which moſt deſerves, the King or Queen, toreign, 

| FT: -1 [Exif 

Prol. Was ever form'd ſo fierce; untani'da Spirit! 
Phot, Confuſion' and Amazemietit ſeize my Senſe 

It muſt be Fiction all! is ſhe not Woman? 

Her Spleen has forg'd' this Secret: for if true, 

How cou'd her Sex's Pride fo long conceal it! 
Ptol. And yet--- what Profit cou'd the Fiction yield! 
Phot, That anſwers all! it has Foundation 

Tis well we've Time to arm againſt her Pow'r. 
Pto!. Suppoſe the Fate of Pompey were deferr'd? 
Phot. If that were Merit, it will now be hers! 

Nor cou'd your Crown be ſure from her Rewatd! 

Ambition is the only Power that combats Love. 


And ſince, howe'er we're dazzl'd with his Virtue, | 


Pompey 


p x 
4 . 


ww; ſure Death is Ceſar's warmer Wiſh; 

ih Pompey's Head, we muſt ſupplant her Beauty. 
l. It muſt—---Neceſſiry will have it ſo! 

; Pompey, now, or Egypt is no more: 

5 Kingdom, like a Bark diſtreſs'd at Sea, 


if, in the common Danger, know no Right, 


ue, or Property, in cumbrous Treaſure, 
pur when the Freight deſtroy'd a People ſaves, 
We undiſtinguiſh'd plunge it ia the Waves. 


— 
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53 31 . 


— —Viftoribus ipſis 
Dedecus, & nunguam ſuperum caritura pudir- 
Fabula... Lucan. lib, 8 


Cleopatra, Charmion; and Photinus meeting them, 
CLropPATRA, 8 


IN CE when, was this Enlargement « 
pour Power? M 
To ſeize a slave, you knew employ 
by me? 
Have you your Maſter's Order, forth 
| Treatment ? ; 
Phot. I need no ſpecial Order for my Duty + 
What I have done, 1'll anſwer to the King: 
In Times of Danger, ſafety is our Law : 
Were Treaſons only to be cruſh'd in Form, 
Traytors wau'd ſoon defy their Puniſhment. 
Cleo. Traytors! 
Phot. Madam, I call that Slaye a Traytor, 
That durſt betray the Counſels of his Prince! 
I knew you reſtleſs, in the Cauſe of Pompey, 
And therefore had my Eye upon your Conduct. 
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WS Lew, if Pompey had Advice to fly, 
only durſt attempt to give it him: 

s Letter intercepted, proves my Fears 8 
ere juſtly grounded : Caſar and the King FT. 


s 


by Head ſtands forfeit to thy Infolence--mer” 
plot. Ceſar admits no female Counſellors. s. 
(lo, Dares then thy ſcurril Tongue avoid my 


Clo, I tell thee, Slave, if thou art judg'd by Ceſar, 


Char, Excuſe a Heart concern'd for your Repoſe; 

u ſince depriy d of Power Yayenge your Wrongs, 

by ſhou'd yeur vain Reſentment urge your Foes, 

)offer more? This Scorn you ſhew Photinas, -- 

Tho, at his Pleaſure, ſways the ductile King, 

Fill but incenſe him to abuſe that Influence, 

Ind add by freſher Inſults to his Triumph. 

Ck, 1 mock the ſhort-liy'd Power, that dares in- 
ſult me! | 

i know, my Charmion, Cæſar's on our Coaſts! 

White of their Spies, and Vigilance of State, 

en his own Hand, this Morn have I receiy'd 

vice, he brings his Legions into Zgypr! .* 

hat his indulgent Stars, by Pompey's Flight, 

low lead him, where his firſt Ambition calls, 

crown his Conqueſts, by a Wreath from me. 

WT neigh not, whether true, or feign'd his Flame; 

it ſuffices, tis the Style of Lob'Üee. 

Wk: him, ye Gods! but capable of Paſſion,- - 

td leave the forming of his Heart to me! ' 

Char, Still more amazing! can you ever hope, 

Jiut Ceſar will be won, by your Defiance? 

dur open and avow'd Concern for Pompey / 

ich now this Letter, will, produc'd, confirm, 

car make a Miſtreſs of his Foe} 

one that wou'd arm Ægypt to oppoſe him, 

i, by the Aid of Pompey, blaſt his Lawrels ? 

Us, Alas, my Charmion, thou'rt ynskill'd * 

ve 


Vil judge 0 by this, how much your ſerve their Tat'reſts, 


Preſence 1! 15:4. {x8 Phot; © 


P 
? 
: 
ML 


Soon is the Lover loſt, we fear to loſe; 
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Love there is born, but from ſuperior Vinue f 
Think'ſ thou, a Ceſar's Soul can ©er be mov 
But by a Heart, ambitious as bis own} 
As jealous, as tenacious of its Glory » 
Shov'd J, co ſerve bis Intereſts, injure Pompey; 
His ſword might ſpare, but Honour wou'd deſpiſen 
No! to deſerve him, he ſhall find me grateful. 
My juſt Concern for Pompey, though his Foe, . 
Demands his Admiration, not Reſentment, 


But while, for Pompey's Sake; I brave that Danger 
Ceſar will envy, what a lower Mind 
Wou'd hate. But ſee, the holy Prieft returns; 
J ſent him to enquire of Pompey's Doom. 

Enter Achoreus, 
O ſpeak, Achoreus, what thy Looks preſage! 
Hew have the Gods diſpos'd of. hapleſs Pompey ? 

Acho. O! that my Age bad never feen this Day 
Or that Pharſalia's Field had left ne Blood 
In Caſar's Foes, to ſtain the Shores of #gypr/ 

Cleo. Give me the whole, and blend my Tears wi 

thine, ; 

Acho. Hear then the Fate of Pompey, and deplore 
When, from his Ships, he ſaw the ſpacious Beach 
Cover'd with gazing Crowds, and at their Front, 
Our ſhining Troops, in ſtately Order rang'd; 
The martial Muſick ſounding from our Gallies, 
With gaudy Streamers making from the Port; 
His quickning Eye confeſt a new-born Joy! 
Concluding that our grateful King deſign'd, 

In Perſon, and with Honours, to receive him. 
But when, at: length, he found but one poor Boat 
Sent forth, fill'd only with a.choſen Guard; 

And thoſe without the King, to grace his Welcome 
is Fate he ſaw, yet wou'd not ſeem to ſee; 
Silent he ſtood, with Eyes reſign'd, and dauntleſi; 
Or anxious only for Cornelia's Fears; 
Turainyg to whom, in Care-concealing mw 
16 ompe 
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« Compoſe thy Heart. he cry'd ; my {elf alone 
« will tempt the doubtful Gratitude of Ant 
„Where, if I fall, thy Flight may yet revenge me: 
« In Africk, ſtill, our firm Allies make head. 
« Thy Father, and my Sons, enforc'd by Jaba: 
« There will thy Fortune find a kinder Welcome! 
« Or if the Gods refuſe their Arms Succeſs, 
„Cato will own our Cauſe, tho? Gods forſake it, 
' (lv, O! thou haſt giv*n Cornelias Pangs to me! _ 
4cho. During this Conflict of their mighty Hearts, 
The Skiff, that bore the bloody Crew, drew near; 
From whence, Septimius, to diſguiſe their Purpoſe, 
b Roman Language haild him Emperor, 
bdeſcend, Great Sir, be cry'd ; this ſhallow Bark. | 
« Ayoids the Sands, that. bar our larger Veſſels; 
« This, Sir, ſecure will waft you to the King, 
* Who waits impatient on the Beach t' embrace you. 
The deſtin'd Heroe of this vile Abuſe 
WT: conſcious, ſaw, 'twas now no Time to parley. 
WV en taking, from his Friends, jand mournful Wife, 
dort Farewel; with that majeſtick Air, 
iat forward to his Fate, as when the Car 
Triumphant bore him through the Streets of Rome. 
Clo. Were there no Friends attended him to Shore? 
4chs, But one · the Bark too narrow for hi sT rain, 
Fit Freed-man Philip follow'd him, 
lf what 1 ſpeak, by bim was 1 inform'd, 
ie faithful Witneſs of his Fate --- At length, 
[he Crew, ſecure of their deluded Prey, 
Ney change their Looks, and ſullen ply their Oars, 
it ſome Criminal condemn'd they bore; 
Wor on the Way vouchſafe his Cares a Word. 
Iblerving this, he drew his Tablets forth, 
ruling there ſome Notes of an Oration,. 
lich for his Royal Audience he had form'd :. 
don, ober- charg'd with Sighs, be turn'd kis Eyes, 
low ing a laſt long Look to ſad Corno ia. 
lien to himſelf, or but to Phies Ear, 


From 
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From Sophocles, this Fragment he repeated: 
er The Great and Free, When Fugitives, are "_ 
zer And where they feek Proteckion, find their Gre 
O ſpare the reſt. 
Cleo. Proceed! my Eyes are bull. | 
Ache. The Shore now gain 'd, they warn bi 
disbark. 
And while, to raiſe him, Philip reach'd his Aim, 
Acbillas, from behind, the 1 Signal gave; 
At which Septimius, with his Ruthan Roman,, 
Bury'd at once their Daggers in his Breaſt! 
At their repeated Blows, one deep Groan he zue 
When covering with his Robe his cloſing Eyes, 
At his Aſſaſſins Feet, the Great the Murder 
Pompey fell; 1 Hf 0+? 

Cleo. Ye Gods! who give up Nations to the Sw, 
When this flagitious Deed your Bolts ſhall puniſh, 
Charge not the Place, but Perſons with the Crime 
The Blood of Pompey was by Romans ſhed! 
Let o'er Ægyptian Roofs your V engeance paſs, 
And hurl your Thunder on the Tow'rs of _ 

Acho. Nor ends, in Death, th' unhoſpitable Di 
Living, and dead, is Pompey ſtill miſ-us'd ! 

His Head, by fierce Schrimius, from the Neck 
Divided, on Achillas Spear is born, 
In Triumph thro' the Crowd, to Ptolemy; 
As if ſome Captive Pirate they had flain, 
Or, as their braver Swords had conquer'd Pompey! 
His mangled Corps committed to'the Waves, 
Like a wreckt Veſſel bulges on the Sands, 
And ſtains, with crimſon Infamy, our Shores; 
While, at the dreadful Sight, Cornelia's Cries 
Een to the Beach are heard, and ' pierce the Hen 
in yain. 
Cl eo. Heart breaking Woe! what Virtue can 8 
port it! 
Acho. What Fate attends hee, to the Gody is 110 
For on the Inſtant we perceiy'd her Sails 


U 
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yourl'd, and making to the Seas for Flight. 
on which, Septimius, to compleat his Crime, 
With fix large . Veſſels labours her Purſuit. | 
Clio. ariſe ye ſudden Shades 'of Night | black 
Storms, 
or kinder Tempeſts, ſhield her from big Famer, 
Acho. And now our Troops retreating to the Pa- 
lace, 
In ſolema March precede the trunkleſs Head, 
on which the ſhudd'ring Crowd with Horror gaze: 
tome hear it thunder! theſe an Earthquake feel 
Dreading the Wreck: of Nature for the Crime! 
The faithful Philip, tho" o'er-whelm'd with Grief, 
Bears, from the Waves, his Maſter's ſad Remains, 
And tho' a mean, a pious funeral Pile, 
And for his Aſhes, a poor Urn prepares, 
Cl, Which conqu ring Ceſar might behold with 
Tears, 
4cho, Confirm the Omen, Iſis, for he comes! 


Theſe Winds that blow, ſhall. waft him to our Shores. 


clo. What means thy Tranſport ? ought of Ceſar ? 
ſay, 

And diſſipate the Sadneſs thou haſt rais'd, 

Acho. While penſive on Cornelia's Flight we gaze, 

rom Ear to Ear a joyous Murmur flies, 

burſting anon to Shouts! Lo! Ceſar comes! 

it this all Eyes are turn'd to ſeize the Sight! 

hen from behind the ſwelling Ocean's Hill, 

hold, a nayal City climbing to the View; 

eir Sails, all gilded by the glaring Sun, 

goo the Curious, that would count the Num- 

bers. 

Clo, It is! it muſt! it can be only He 

remble, ye Tyrants, for your impious Power! 

de Gods are juſt, - aud ſend their Ceſar's Arms, 

[avenge the Injur'd, on the guilty Head! 

_ Behold the King! nn he en Per. 
aps 


3 The 
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The Sight of me offends! for fince my Voice 

Declar'd for Pompey, I have loſt his Smiles: 

Permit me, gracious, Madam, to retire. IExi 
| Enter Ptolomey. . 


Ptol. Achil/as ! yet a Moment ſtay the Guard! 
Firſt will 1 prove, if ſhe avoy the Treaſon, 
Madam, my Converſe with you now is ſhort! 
Examine well this, Character, 

Cleo, 'Tis mine, 

ro. Tis well---now ſay that you were Ptolemy, 
And J your Captive had betray'd your Counſels, 
What Treatment had this Treaſon merited ?} 

Cleo. Had I been King, that Treaſon had been Wl ; 


Counſel, " 
And to the Blood of Pompey, Cæſar's Hate 1 
Preferr'd. | | p 


Ptol, Your o#n Confeſſion has condemn'd you, 
And Cæſar ſhall himſelf approve my. Juſtice, 


Cleo. Muſt that then prove me criminal to Ce/ar ? Wl 7 
- Pzol, The Proof is fair, as is the Fact notorious! 2 
Was not th' Attempt to ſave the Foe of Ceſar, lat 
And keep his Title to the World diſputed ? 4 
Cleo. You ſpeak, as if my Crimes, like yours, were p. 


writ 
In Blood, Once more, 1 warn you of your Fate; | 
Provoke not Ceſar, by new Wrongs to me, 

Ptol. Fear not, your Conduct ſhall have all its 

Merit! | | * 
Ceſar ſhall know the Charms you uſe t'engage bim, 
Shall fairly ſee his Friends, from Enemies. 
Achillas, ho! 


Enter Achillas with Guards. 


Obey your Orders ! Madam, 

Your own Apartment bounds your Liberty, 
Cleo. Me to reſtrain, there needed not your Guards; 

Tho" Cæſar's at our Gates, I ſhou'd not, Sir, 


Have flown to meet him: no, my Sex's Pride + | 
: +4 U 84 Ha 
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a b:en a Bar ſufficient, for your Fears: 
let for your own Sake, name not my Confinement, 
lo! rather, let him think, my Abſence, Choice, 
Tho' of my Crown depriv'd, the World ſhall ſee 
I guard its Honour, in Captivity. 
While you, to Cæſar's Feet, your Scepter bear, 
He'll know the Queen expect, his Homage here, 
And while his Frown your proffer'd Crown diſdains, 
A Smile------ſhall lead this Maſter of the World in 
Chaias, [Exit with Guards, 


. Exter Photinus. 


Par, Some Officers, Expreſs, from Ceſar” $ Fleet, 
is fani'd Lieutenants, Antony and Dcius,) 

treat immediate Audience, 

liel. Give them Entrance, 


Enter Antony, Decius, and Guards 


Dec. From the great Julius, Health to Prolomey. 
l permit me, Romans, to embrace the Heroes, 
at grace our At, with Commands from Ceſar, 
tn My ſeparate, Duty, Sir, attends the Queen 
bprivate Audience---yet I ſee her not! 

te fair Co-Regent! your Colleague in Power! 

tl, Let me, with Grief, impeach a Siſter's Virtue ! 
It Sir, her Actions ill deſerve that Title: 

r Claim to Empire, as a Foe to Ceſar, 

nd; forfeit to his Mercy, and the State. 

id therefore are theſe Palace Walls her Priſon. 

aut. I come nor, Sir, to hear her Crimes recounted; 
thoſe our General himſelf will judge! 

dim your Accufation muſt appeal. 

Pain Commiſſion asks a perſonal Audience; 

lich Cæſar's Will, by me, once more dentands. 
Ml, The Will of Ceſar be obey d- Photinus, 
Anton) have Audience of the Queen. 

Exe. Ant. and Phot. 
y Sir, Cæſar's Commands to Ptolomey ? 

| B 2 
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Dec. Short is my Meſſage, and from Caſar, t 
To know if Royal Prolomey is leagu'd 
In Arms with Pomtey, or adheres to Ceſar! 
If Ceſar is oppos'd, he knows his Courſe, 
Tis forward, thro* your Walls, with waſteful y. 
But if your due Submiſſion owns his Power, 
His Veterans, like jocund Hinds from Labour, 
Shall pour, this Inſtant, on your Shores, 
To greet as Friends, and give your CrownProte&ig 
Thus ſays the Roman Imperator Now Sir, 
Our Signal to his Fleet, attends your Anſwer, 
Prol. Thus then, to mighty Ceſar, Ptolomey : 
Tho' Agypt long has been to Rome a Province, 
Yet ſince Pharſalia gives to Rome a Maſter, 
Who but that Maſter can demand our Homage! 
Paſs then the Arms of Cæſar thro* our Gates. 
And, Sir, to ratify our firm Adherence, 
To bury ey'n Suſpicion of Reſiſtance, 
This inſtant ſhall our private Troops retire, 
And Southward from the City form their Camp, 
Till cæſar's Service, or his Will, recall them, 
Dec. Ca ar ſhall know the Speed of your Compliant 
But how, Sir, has your Power diſpos'd of Pompey: 
Pt:l. As Heav'n had mark'd him, for the Foe of ci 
Whoſe Cauſe the Gods ſo gloriouſly have own'd: 
And as the Swerd, in Pempey's Hand, but ſerv'd 
To make the Streams of Roman Blood perpetual 
Our Councils have diſarm'd, and ſeiz'd on Pom} 
To grace th' Arrival of victorious Ceſar. 
Dec. A Prince ſo young, and careful for hisStat 
Merits as well our Wonder, as Protection. 
Prol, My Merit is my Zeal, for Ceſar's Glory, 
Dec. Haſte Quintius ! from the Northern Toi 
let fly | 
The Eagle, Signal of out Amity. 
How will the Heart of Godlike Cæſar glow, _ a 
Folding his Arms around the vanquiſh'd Pompey ' en 
a 


. 
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pl, Theſe Romans, who contemn the Thrones of 
Kings, | | 

this their Inſolence to Majeſty, 

xray the Rancour of their -yain Ambition. 

u not the King they hate, but Kingly Right. 

ey ſcorn our Crowns, from want of Birth to wear 
them: 

here's what recoils againſt their ſecret Wiſhes, 

id turns deſponding Envy, into Virtue. 


Enter Photinus. 


ow Photinus, the News from Antony? 
zbot, What greatly will ſurprize, and may preſerve 
ou, 
10 Haſt thou, from his Audience, ought collected? | 
hat. Nothing from Words: for I was warn'd a- 4 
loof. 1 
tif my Eyes are faithful, yet enough 
0 know- -whate'er might be his Charge from Ceſar, 
e ſecret Errand of his Heart was Love. ; 
pol. Thou telb'ſt me Wonders! what grounds th” 
Aſſertion? | 
Phot, Whether at Rome, or here, he caught the 
lame, 
know not; but his Geſture, his Approaches, 
poke more Reſpect, than Romans pay to Crowns! 
lis Looks, his heaving Boſom, his Confuſion, 
anfeſt a Soul ſurpriz'd, aſtoniſh d and ſubdu'd! 
Ws, conſcious of the Wounds her Form had given, 
ith all the Blandiſhments of glancing Beauty, 
a ſoftning Smiles, indulgent to Deſire, 
nloosd her Charms, to make the Conqueſt ſure, 
on, to ſtrike him with her various Darts, 
een, to his Speech, her ſeeming Woes reply'd, 
ſtealing Shower of Tears roll'd down her Cheeks, 
Wk Dew-drops trickling o'er the Bloom of Roſes, 
een turning to diſguiſe the Grief, her Eyes 
Kuntring my — [ retir d, 
| 3 


Not 
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Not chuſing, while IJ heard not, to offend her. 
Ptol. Cou'd you not gueſs the Occaſion of her Tea 
Phot, I judg'd them artful, to precede her Story, E. 


2 


To heighten her Diſtreſſes,; for Compaſſion. 


Ptol. If Antony ſnhou' d love, Love may befriend 
Her Cauſe to Ceſar. 

Phot. Or may ruin it. 
Think you, proud Ceſar's Heart will brook a Riya 
Here's Ground at leaſt to give him Jealouſy, 

If it ſucceeds, her boaſted Empire ceaſes! 

Caſar will never be the Slave of Feauty, 
Tamely to court, and kiſs the Chain that galls him 
No Sir, ber Truth ſuſpected, ſets him free: 

Or to be more the Heroe, his Contempt 

May give her as a Slave to Antony, 

Whoſe humbler Heart may think the Donor bounteouy 

Ptol. Confuſion ! how ſhe plays her Sex's. Wiles! 
The whole Artillery of Love to thwart me! 
Her Eyes wou'd liſt his Legions in her Cauſe, 
And be the Miſtreſs of Mankind, for Empire. 

. A loud Shout 

Phot. But hark ! theſe Acclamations from the Po 
Speak Cæſar near our Shore. 

Ptol. Haſte then to greet him. 

Some fitter Time ſhall weigh this Secret,------Lil 
[ Trumpet! 

Again the Signal Trumpet, from our Gallies, 

Calls us to meet this Maſter of the World! 

His Pow'r muſt judge this Prize, for Empire play d, 

Berwixt the Monarch, and ambitious Maid; 

But if Ambition be his fiercer Flame, 

The Head of Pompey fhall out-blaze the Dame. 

Exam. 
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SCENE opens to zve Port of Alexandria. 

Euter on one Side Ptolomey æbesring his Crown, with 
Photinus and Attendants, From the upper End, the 
Roman Liftors and Officers with tteir Faſces and mi- 
ta Vnſigns, &e, While they range tl emſe ve: on 
each Side the Scene, Shouts and Trumpets are keard. 
After which Cæſar advances, and Ptolomey kneeling 
adjreſſes him. 
P/4l, Lord of Mankind! Imperial Julius, hail ! 

Lo! at thy Feet, as to the Firſt of Men, 

In awful Homage, bows thy proſtrate Agypt. 

The Sun, and Cæſar, now, have equal Empire: 

Far as his Beams extend, Cæſar has conquer'd ! 

Nor, to the teeming Banks of Nile m re wiſht 

His genial Heat, than Julius, to our Shores! 

What Kings are ſafe, that dare oppoſe his Glory! 

What People free, whom Cefar's Arms protect not? 

Take then this happier Province to thy Care, 

While thus her tributary Prince refigns 

His Crown, to be adorn'd by Ceſar's grow. 

Preſenting it to Cæſar. 
Cs/. Ariſe, young Prince, nor let thy Tranſport 
looſe thee. 

Wou'dft thou appear the King, retain thy Crown; 

The Lawrel better ſuits the Brow of Julius 

Crowns are thg Trophies of tyrannick Sway, 

Romans may conquer, but diſdain to wear em. 


Pte, Ye Gods! what yet unheard-of Virtues have 


You form'd, that only Reman Souls can reach! 
C. Call it not Virtue, to reſiſt what tempts not. 


What Heirs from Heirs receive, blind Fortune gives, 


Where Birth prefers the Infant to the Man! 
While heretable Crowns entail not Virtue, 
The Boaſt were greater to beſtow, than wear them. 
but whence has Prolomey this ſingle Power 
Of yaſt Munificence, where equal Right 
B 4 Might 


- 
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Might elaim an equal Merit, from the Bounty? 
Beware, no private Wrong to Cleopatra, 
Prompt thee to offer up a Power uſurpt, 
Leſt Beauty ſhow'd prevail, on Power ſuperior, 
To right her Sufferings, with the ſole Dominion) 
Pto.. If Cæſar's Enemies deſerye to reign, | 
None ſtand before the Claim of Cleopatra. 
IF on her Will the Fate of Rome had reſted, - 
Pharſalia's Field had given the Palm to Pompey. 
Caf. Were your fair Siſter, Prince, the Fog.you 
ſpeak her, N 
Her Spirit wou'd, in Perſon, haye declar'd her, 
Pol, Eut if great Caeſar's Foes deſerve their Chains, 
Then gentle are the Bonds of Cleopatra, TP 
Ce/. Let me conceive you, Sir; at once, be plain; 
Plo!, What I have urg d, then, plainly this confinmy, 


[ * reſents Cleopatra's Letter to him, who ſeems to peruſe it 


Had not our Vigilance cut ſhort that Notice, 
Pemtey, forewarn'd, had now revers'd his Fate; 
Had headed Troops in Parthia, or in Africh, 
Might ſtil] have vainly rais'd the Duſt of War, 
To choak the Paſs of Cæſar. " 
Caſ. Ha! revyers'd ! 
Something tremendous muſt have caus'd this Notice. 
Phot. Take Comfort, Sir, he ſtaggers at the Proof, 
| [To Ptol, 
Cæſ. Nor can I think her yet the Foe of Ceſar! 
The State of Pompey will reſolve the Doubt, { 4part 
Produce then Pompey, to condemn the Queen. 
Ptol. Let Ceſar be obey'd---Achillas, ho! 
[To Achillas. who is ſutpos'd at ſome Dia 
Open the gazing Throng, and to our View, - *J 
Advanc'd in Air, upon thy Javelin's Point, 
Preſent our Evidence of Faith to Ceſar. 
[ Czſar turning to the Entrance, oats 
Cz/. Stupendous Viſion ! have m] Eyes th 
Function! „ 
Some 


me God awake me from this frightful Dream, 
C. caiſe the living Pompey to the Field, 
bat 1 may meet him, there, leſs terrible! 
ence | from my View! remove the ghaſtly Form! 
lor give weak Nature theſe reſiſtleſs Pangs. 
alia now has drawn the Tears of Ceſar. 
Pol, Phatinus { oh! the Storm is riſing ! ſave me! 
[ Aſide to Pho. 
Der. How has young Prolomey with Words deceiy'd me? 
vas this the Seizure he had made of Pompey ? 
Ce, Ey'n in the, Field, that Sight were mourtiful , 
it here, where Benefits rely'd on Safety, | 
here Obligations fenc'd him from Suſpieion, 
0 trample down the Mounds of Gratitude, . 
thoſpitably ſteel'd, and deaf to Honour, 8 
0 ſtrike the Life, to whom your Crown was due, 
xs univerſal Nature in Alarm, 
id warms his Foes, even Ceſar, to avenge him. 
fl. Ceſar ! I grant che Deed, that thus offends - 
thee 
C4, The Deed ! Immortal Pow'rs! is there a Crime 
eneath the Roof of Heay'n, that ſtains the Soul 
f Man, with more infernal Hue, than damn'd 
allnation } O my curdling Blood! 
len. e er the Image ſtrikes upon my Brain, 
woluntary Horrors ſhake my Frame, . 
Ind mock the Force of Intrepidity, 
[ Prolomey offers to ſpeak. - 
0 more! Impartial Juſtice wou'd be calm, 
or [hall unheard condemn : when Ceſar is 
puulelf, his Patience ſhall endure to hear thee. - 
Dir, If Virtue, or if Honour might be Judge, 
% was never more himſelf than now. [ Apart..- 
Jamey, now might thy hard Fate be envy'd! 
ly great Spirit hov ers yet in Air, 
cok down, and triumph, in the Grief of Ceſar. - 


Ci, R election has, at length, made way for Judg- 


ment; | 
B 5: Now 
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Now urge thy Motives for the Fate of 

Prol. What Words can fave, what Caſars From 
condemns? | 

If what is done to ſerve him, can be Wrong, 

Why ſtrike his Arms ſuch Terror thro" the World, 

That not to ſerve him, ſeems the greater Crime! 

Where Fear prevails, what Conduct can be blameleſs}- 

Will Cæſar then reſent a Paſſion, which 

Himfelf excites ? Involuntary Crimes? 

Will he oblige the Blind to fee, the Deaf 

To hear, or the diſorder'd Brain to reaſon? 

Muſt Nature change her Courſe, to act his Will: 

The Wretch that fears to drown, . will break thro 

Flames, 

Or, in his Dread of Flames, will plunge in Waves, 

When Eagles are in View, the fcreaming Daws 

Will cowre beneath the Feet of Man; for Safety! 

Not Folly is more ignorant than Fear! 

If Fear be Guilt, twere Guilt to give us Fear; 

Then let the Dread of ſeeming Cæſar's Foe 

Anſwer, to Cæſar's Arms, for Pompry's Fate. 

My Life! my Crown, are equal in thy Power! 

if Cæſar for an Enemy cou'd weep, 

What kind of Pity muſt invade His Eye, 

When a miſtaken Friend endures his Vengeance? 
Caſ. If Cæſar can deplore an injur'd Poe, 

Can he, who boaſts the Wrong, exp ct his Friendſhip? 

Or yainly ſhall his Friend preſume, the Crime 

Will, at the Coſt of Ceſar's Fame, be pardon'd? 

But Friend's a Name, I've not yet choſe for thee: 

"Twas what my Heart had ſtill refery'd for beme). 

Falſe and deſtructive is thy Zeal for Ceſar! 

T*have ſav'd that Life, had giv'n Manlind Repoſe 

And made Phar/a.ia glorious! "Tow? ring Thought?” 

With what tranſporting Joy,. the hartaſs'd World, 

Had, in one peaceful, publick Chariot feen 

Pompey,” and Ceſar, o'er their Jars triumphant! 


That forward Fruit, that Haryeſt of my Arms, bY 
| / 


— — — — 


Thy curſt, offieious, waſteful Hind has ends.) | 


How might the partial Senate juſtify 
The Rage with which their Votes porſud me: 11 


Vet, let me not, to ſooth my Enemies, 
ne e the Laws of conſcious Clemency; 
How black and horrible ſoe'er the Deed, 


Thy Youth and Tnexperience, Prince, arreſt 
My Arm, and turn the Eye of Vengeance 
0a elder Criminals, thy Flatterers. 
chou wou'dſt prove thy Penitence ſincere, 
Give up thy Counſellors to inſtant Juſtice, 
A; due Oblations to the Shade of Pompey. 
Pot, Tis well! the War's begun! Caſar, thy Heart 
May yet repent this Arrogance of Pow'r. Abart. 
Ceſ. And ſince the Burden of Imperial Rule 
- weighs thy Strength, call to thy preſent Aid 
iy Siſter's Right, to ſhare and grace thy Throne, 
a ſne been heard, what Glory hadſt thou gain'd! 
What Shame, what Ills, what Infamy ayoided ! 
If poſlible, repair thy Loſs; but haſte! | 
Think that each Moment, 'till her Right's reſtor'd, 
but ſwells thy Debt of Royalty uſurp'd. 
[Exe. Ptol. Phot. and Egyptians, 
0 Decius! was there ever Day like this? 
How ſudden are the Blows of Fate] what Change, 
What Revolution, in the State of Glory ? 
Der, Glory and Empire eyer will have Heirs, 
What Pomp y once poſſeſs'd, is now * 


| by Cæſar. 


Ce/. Yet the Senate own'd his Cauſe; 
Which gave it, to the World, the Stamp of Virtue : 
There his Ambition got the Start of Ceſar. 
Dec. Virtue, like Gold, will take the Stamp from 
Pow'r. 


let Truth muſt own, in what has paſs'd this Day, 
Had 
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To paß the Crime. how might the World” d mes | 


” Were I but Cefar's Foe, I might have Mercy, 


Tis not the Fact, but Will, creates the Crime. [ Apart, 
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1 Had Cato's ſelf been Witneſs of your Conduct, 
* He muſt with Praiſe, or Envy, have bebeld it. 
is Cæſ. Cato would term it but a ſpecious Bribe 
For Power: That Pempey's Blood was, in Regard 
To Rome, reveng'd, to court her Senate” $Fayour: 
That Cleopatra's Beauty, not her Cauſe, 
Regain'd her Crown: Yet Cato has his Merits: 
And Men, one Day, may change their Thought of ( 
Ceſar, 
The Time may come, wheo his deſtructive * 
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Shall well repay this Ravage of the World, 2 
And force them, by Obedience, to be bappy. 
So when the ſwelling Nile contemns her Bounds, 
And with extended Waſte . the Valleys drowns, 
At length her ebbing Streams reſign the Field, 
And to the pregnat Soil a ten-fold Harveſt yield, 3 
d 
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Efoſſum tumulis cupide deſcendit in antrum; 
Lic Peilæi pro es veſana Philippi | 
Felix prado jacet, terrarum vindice fato | 
Lucan, lib, 10, 


3 = n 


AC FT HI. 
SCENE, Before the Tomb of Alexander. 


CASAR, DECIUS, ACHOREUS. 


5 


Cas ak, . 


the Portal. 


Watch: 
Theſe Sons of Nie are faithleſs, ſer- 
vile, dangerous, | 
The Fate of Pompey warns us to be wary, 
I When Antony returns, here let him find me. 

[Exit Decius 
elicye me, good Achoreus, thy Diſgrace 
Commends thee to the Breaſt of Ceſar: Here, 
Tiy Virtue ſeems a greater Frodigy, 

Than all the Brood, or Monuments of Zgypr. 
Thy juſt Humanity, thy Zeal for Pomtey, 


ECIUS, Diſmiſs the Train; yet guard 


Obſerve the ſtricteſt Order, in our 


If I confeſs I ſigh for thy Ambition! 


Became thy venerable Years, thy Function. 
When holy Guides neglect themſelves for Heay's: 
Nor fear t'adyance their Precepts by Example, ; 
"Tis then the Gods are righteoufly rever'd, 
Acho. Cæſar, thy - Virtues, Knowledge, and thy 
- Power, tl. s 
Incite me now to bolder Acts of Duty: 
And-ſince I find not, in thy calmer Soul, 
That fierce, untractable, remorſeleſs Nature, 


Wherewith thy Enemies aſperſe thy Fame, 
Let not my zealous Grief offend thee, Ceſar, 


Ceſ. Where it oppoſes Virtue, charge me freely! 
Be bold! If I am juſtify'd to one 
Good Man, the Millions I offend are Railers, 
Virtue, like the Sun, ſhines not for Applauſe, 
Acho. Ambition was my Charge! which when it 


climbs 

O'er violated Laws, tramples on Virtue; 

Yet of the narrow Mountain when poſſeſs'd, ls 
The Footing how unſure | the Fall how dreadful! Bu 
Perhaps by Treaſ.n! Treaſon has Ambition! Th 
Or ſay thou wert ſecure, how vain the Glory! 
To ſtand in Clouds, on Eminence, alone! 

And view thy happier ſocial Slaves beneath thee. Ce 
E'en then muſt thou deſcend! Ceſar, behold, | o 
Fix on this mouldring Monument thy Eyes; n 
Amidſt the Wonders that our Nile can boaſt, H 
This beſt might ſuit Ambition's Meditation! Ca 


Of all the ſpacious Earth his Sword ſubdu'd, 
Great Alexander, now, commands but this. 

| Ce/. Soft, Achoreus! lies Alexander here ? k 

Acho. Here reſt his Bones! his Bounds of Empire,” k. 

now, = 

Caſ. Her: might indeed the Moraliſt declaim. 

Acho. Here, when his ruthleſs Deſolation ceas'd, y 

When his tumultuous Soul cou'd waſte no more, 


Himſelf receiy'd, and gave his Slayes, Repoſe, 7 k 
Ci}, 
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Cul, n when the awful Gods wou'd e 
bleſs 

n they give unbounded Power to One. 
ve Vice, or Virtues, of the Prince, create 
Their Woes, or Happineſs, 

4ho, Wou'dſt thou from hence | 
Infer, that Rome's Obedience to thy Sway | 
lioht make her, with the Loſs of Freedom, happy 7: 
Fen Benefits, Impos d, are gentler Chains. 

Or ay the Yoke of Ceſar might fit eaſy? * 


let, who ſhall hold the Reins, when Ceſar i500 more? . 


Fechaps a Tarqum, or a Ptolomey ! - 

| Prince of lavage, or too ductile Nature, 
Why, then, O Cej-r! this diſcordant Rage: 
Why is Imperial Rome, that ſway'd the Earth, 
Per (elf at Variance with Poſtetity, 2: 

Wi hy wage thy Veterans War, without a Foe ? 


Why are her Sires by 958 Nahen by Brothews- 


ſlam ? 

I mutual Murder were the publick Wolfare, 

But, Cæſar, J ama bold; . pardon theſe; Tears! 

Think that Benevolence deplores, not Envy chides thee, 

Ceſ. What thou haſt urg'd, Achort us, heayes my 

Heart! 

Car forgets not Nature, tho Victorious 4 : 

| orieve to think the Innocent 4ovoly'd, .- 

In Ruins which the Guilty have: defery'd! - 

Had Rome her ancient Virtue, with her Power, 

be had trembled at her Civil Wars: 

But Luxury, Corruption, Vice and Fraud 

IEave drain'd her down, &en to the Lees of Rome. 

Her I. onours, now, by publick Price are bought; 

ler Magiſtrates, by Blows, not Votes, elected: 

Thus is 1 * Carcaſe of her Freedom totn 1 

Þ; Lealtz of Prey, each ſcrambling for his Share. 

Waere Men are Wolves, what Wretch wou ho be * 
"Ta ? 

Flere Lavys are vielated, Arms are Views 


Acho. 


we” 4 
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Acho. Is Ceſar armd to guard her Laws? 

Caſ. Be patient. 
Pomtey, in War, was Great; Ceſar, Suce eſsful: 
We fought, till Rome was glutted with our Spoils; 
"Till ſhe grew Jealous of the Swords that ſery'd her. 
While I was abſent, Pompey's Arts prevail'd ; 

He wrought the Senate to a partial Vote, . 
That Ceſar from his Charge ſhould: be recall'd, 
And glorious Pompey in his Pow'rs confirm'd, 
And to give greater Luſtre to his Honours, 
They robb'd my Conqueſts of their due Demand; 
Nor Triumph, nor a Province, was aflign'd me. 
Acho. Rome to her Generals ever had been grateful 
This look'd, indeed, as if ſhe fear'd her Pompey, 
Ceſ. On this I paus'd :— Andtoaflert my Right, 
By their own Tribunes ſent my Grievances, 
With gentle Terms of Peace, and due Submiſſion: 
Their haughty Conſuls, in Contempt of Ceſar, 
And of thoſe Laws that make the Tribunes Sacred, 
Drove them with Violence from out the Senate: 
And, at the Hazard of their Lives, from Rome: 
Then calld forth Pompey to oppoſe me. Him, 
Becauſe ſhe fear'd, Rome choſe her General; 
And Her, becauſe I knew not Fear, my Arms 
Defy'd, --- I paſsd the Rubicon. She trembled! 
Pharſa'ia, ſince, has prov'd which Gen'ral's Sword 
Might better have advanc'd her Glory. --- Cato, 
'Tis known, no leſs oppos'd the Power of Pompey; 
Or if his Virtues ſince have join'd his: Cauſe, 
"Twas that he thought, ſince. one muſt be ber 
Maſter, : 
Rome wou'd have gentler Chains from Pompey's Na. 
ture, | | 
This Ceſar dares deny; and Time ſhall prove. 
If Ceſar, then, is queſtion'd why his Arms 
Appoſe the Virtues he admits in. Cato, 
Or why he makes them not his Practice? Cæſar 
Replies, — He will, - but will firſt have Power: 
When 


Se) 


thi 
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ten that, like Fate, is unconteſtable, 
ven Cato's Lectures ſhall ths Laws to Cæſar. | 
cho. Ceſar, the Gods, alone, can read the Heart: 
wy Words, 'tis true, confirm me to revere | 
iy Virtues; Heay'n beſt knows their ſecret Motive. 
n this depend; the Merits of thy Cauſe 
il prove, at laſt, the Meaſure of thy Fate. 
s/, When Fate ſhall call him, Ceſar is prepar'd, 


Enter Decius. | 2 


low, my Decius! why wear thy Looks this Sadneſs ? 
Di, When Roman Matrons wear the Chains of 
War, 
hat R:man Boſom but regrets the Triumph? 
erer did Pompey's Fate, as now, affect mel! 
addon then, Ceſar! if my Sighs inform thee, 
he fair diſtreſs'd Cornelia is thy Captive. 
Ce. Cornelia! ha! thy Sighs become thee, Decius. 
Dec. The fell Septimius, who purſu'd her Flight, 
Jemanding, at the Port, immediate Entrance, 
o lead his boaſted Captive on to Ceſar : 
thought a Roman Matron's Bonds unfit 
o grace the Vaunting of a Roman Traytor ! 
id therefore ſtopp'd his Triumph with a Guard, 
[ill Ceſar's further Pleaſure might be known, 
Ce/. Ceſar ſhall thank thee, Decius!“ and himſelf 
ill make his Pleaſure to Septimius known, 
it haſte! conduct us to this Fair Diſtreſs. 
When Roman Virtue is oppreſs'd by Fate, 
Tis meet the Victor on the Vanquiſh'd wait. 
| [ Exennt. 


SCENE, An Apartment near the Port. 


ornelia bound, Septimius ſpeaking to the Roman 
Guards. | 


%, Why loiters thus your buſy Officer? 
lis fit Treatment for the Friends of Ceſar ? 
Was't 


42 CASAR in Kgypt. 


'Was't not this Arm, that gave him, at a Blow, 
The Head, that fam'd Pharſalia cou'd-.not reach! 
Muſt we, that bring him Captives to compleat 
His Conqueſt, wait, like Suitors, to preſent them! 
Miſtaken Decius may repent this Inſult! 
FI take no Thanks, 'till Cæſar has reveng' it, 
Corn, Miſtaken Murderer ! talk'ſt thou of V engeanc 
For any Treatment, that inſults thy Crime? 
Ceſar, tho* ſteep'd in Blood, abhors th' Aſſaſſin! 
His Arms, tho' Impious, ſtrike no Coward Blows! 
Shall Murder claim the Wreaths of Conqueſt } 
If Ce/ar's Cauſe provok'd thy Hate to Pompey; 
Why, like a Soldier, ſought'ſt thou not in Battle, 
Where arm'd, where Sword to Sword thou might 
have charg'd him? 
There had his. Wounds, at leaſt, confeſt thee Braye 
And Cæſar, then, without a Bluſh had grac'd thee, 
But as thou art deteſtable to Man, 
"Tis ſome Aſſwagement of Cornelia's Woe, 
That even the Foes of pompey muſt avenge him. 
Sept. Enjoy thy empty Notions of Diſhonour! 
Deciſive Blows, in ſpight of Railers, have 
Their Merit. Ceſar knows the Uſe of Valour: 
And, for great Actions, muſt have Hands intrepid, 
Corn, Why did I waſte my Breath on Infamy' 
But frantick Sorrow to the Winds will talk! [An. 


Enter Cæſar, Decius, and Attendants. 


Sept. Moſt mighty Ceſar / ere my Tongue . 
ſumes | 
Caſ. Ceſar diſdains to hear —— thy Deeds hai 
ſpoke thee! 
Decius, diſarm! and ſee him cloſely puarded, 
Till injur'd Dignity pronounce his Doom! 
Cornelia's Bonds deform the Pride of War! 
Theſe are not Roman, but Ægyptian Fetters. 
The Virtuous never wear the Chains of Cæſar. 


[ Cæ far releaſes her. Septimius js bound and l 
Cir 
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Cin, O Ceſar ] had'ſt thou conquer'd thus for 
rss: 
How greatly might this Grace of Power become thee! 
But while thy Sword is drawn againſt her Laws; 
Oer every Roman, "Whom thy Arms diſtreſs, 
zuch ſpecious Comfort is injurious, Inſult! | 
(irrelia cannot thank thee, for her Woes ! 
It by ſome publick Crime J have deſerv'd them, 
Whence then this Pity? If I'm Innocent, 
Let Ceſar name the Power, that dares t' inflict them? 
Ce. When civil Diſcords to the Sword appeal, 
from whatſoever Part the Wrong commences, 
Neither can boaſt of Innocence in War! 
Corn. Give up thy own, but ſpare' the Fame of 
Pompey! - 
Phat Senate own'd thy Cauſe ? 
Cel. What Gods erown'd his? | 
But oh! what Gods, or Senate, cou'd defend 
The Sword, that brings Cornelia to Affliction? 
Corn, Ceſar, thou hurt'ſt me more by this Com- 
paſſion, 5 
Than all thy Terrors, in the Rage of War! 
Yet boaſt not, Victor, of thy Sword's Succeſs ! 
Cirnelia's Fate has loſt the Cauſe of Rome? 
My cruel Deſtiny has fought for thee! 
To that, a Victim fell my firſt Lord, Craſſus ! © 
I; that, was Pompey vanquiſh'd, not by Caeſar ! 
Thou, but the Hand of Fate that follow'd me 
Bu that, th' inevitable Will of Fove © 
Had long prefix'd my Ruin, to thy Fortune, N 
Ie Liberty of Rome had ſcap'd thy Chains, 6 
Nor had thy Impious Arms o'er Pompey triumph'd. 
Caf. Alas, we talk on too unequal Terms, 
e gentleſt Truth, that juſtifies my Arms, 
You'd now appear a Triumph o'er Cornelia. 
Com. Ceſar, ne! ſo impartial is my Heart, 
Vert thou but Innocent, my Tears wou'd ceaſe : 
Had Pompey's Fate been Juſt, I might have born it! 


But. 
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But while we ſee thy fierce Ambition proſperotz, 
And Pompey's Cauſe attended with his Blood, 
Mankind might think, that Heav'n it ſelf were ſacky, 
That Dæmons had uſurp'd immortal Power, 
Revers'd their Laws, and made Rebellion Virtue. 
Caſ. ThusVirtue, when miſ- led, becomes Injurious 
Thou talk'ſt of Ceſar, as if Rome were blameleſs 
As if her Senate had preſerv'd her Free, 
Nor long ſince ſold her Power to private Hands! 
While clam'rous Guilt, and ſpecious Patriot Zeal, 
Wou'd caſt on Ceſar the Reproach of 'Tyranny, 
As if my Wrongs, and Inſults, after Service, 
Were not the Proofs of Pempey's Uſurpation : 
Of his o'er-bearing their dependant Votes, 
To cruſh the Fortunes of rejected Ceſar, 
Whoſe only Sword cou'd bar his Way to Empire, 
Corn. Thou deft defame him, Ceſar z he was trug 
Firm, and devoted to the Laws of Rome. 
Ce/. O Cornelia! O! *tis with Sighs I tell thee, 
Pompey's Ambition ſhone thro” all his Arts! 
Even to Contempt of Ceſar, it inflam'd him, 
Had he receiv'd my Terms of Peace with Candor, 
Theſe Deſolations never had reproach'd us: 
Each had been Glorious in a private Life; 
Nor had Cornelia's widow'd Arms deplor'd him; 
Corn. Provoking, groſs Inſinuation ! Peace! 
Thou know'ſt thy Terms were offer'd as a Feint, 
J amuſe the Senate, and protract thy Sentence, 
Ceſ. That Feint ſhowd have been prey'd: bad! 
receded, | 
Then had his Arms —— But flatt'ring Fame decevol 
| him ; 
"Twas ev'n his common Boaſt, if he but ftampt 
His Foot, what Legions, at the Sound, wou'd wi 
him ! | 
Corn. Cou'd it be Boaſt, to think his Cauſe mig 
| call 'em? | 
Cæſ. The Cauſe of Caſar . wanted not its a | 
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cen. When Violence and Rapine found to Arms, 
Pankrupts and Prodigals are warm for War, 

Cel. Tis granted. Pompey's Army was Superior. 

Cern. Superior far in Virtue, not in Spoilers! 
his Troops were cumber'd with the Sons of Peace, 

Men train'd to civil Arts, to Laws, and Science ! 
Whom Place and Plenty had diſus'd from Toil; 
Unskil'd in War, yet, for their Birth-rights, Romans! 
Souls that diſdain'd their Bodies, when enſlay'd 
And therefore left them, on Phar/alia's Plain, 
To taint the Air with Cæſar's ſhameful Glory. 
ceſ. When Ceſar, like the Senate, ſhall miſuſe 
The Truſt the Gods aſſign, let Gods forſake him. 

Corn. Ceſar, ſome ſay thou haſt a human Heart, 
0'er private Sorrows melting to Compaſſion. 

Ceſ. I feel Cornelia's Woe, tho' ſhe contemns 
My Pity. | 

Corn, I retract the Pride: My Heart 
I; humbled, Cæſar, while the general Woe 
Thus bends me to thy Feet, with Tears for Reme ! 
Hye pity on her Wounds! her Sighs! her Groans ! 
0 yet relent! and Conquer with Compaſſion! 2 
Compoſe the wailing World, and yield us Peace! 

Thy tender Parent, Rome, is not Obdurate! 

| know her, by my own remiſſtye Heart! 

lu bare Imagination of the Joy, 

It melts, forgets its private Grief, nor more 

With Pomtey's Ruin will upbraid thy Glory! 

0! yet reſtore her Freedom! yet relieve her! 

Here end thy Conqueſts! Conquer Cæſar, now 

ad, like victorious Sylla, crewn'd with Vengeance, 

Relion that Power, which Gods nor Men cou d 
Shake. 

Ceſ. While Earth contains a Roman, that preſumes 
With Means coercive to reduce my Power, | 
All Thoughts of Peace are but inglorious Dreams. 

Let Julius ceaſe to be, or now be Ceſar! 
we may deteſt, hut cannot taint. my Power! 


I 


—— 
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What conquer'd Roman is not free to leave me 3 
What Enemy, when Captive, is not pardon'd? 
What are the Marks of Ceſar's Tyranny? ? 
But, O Cornelia! ſpite of all my Boaſts, © 
Thy pale Calamities upbraid Succeſs, * 
is And, like a chilling Proft, deface my Laure! 
1 Ceſar, at beſt, can | but revenge thy Pompey! 
bl There ſhall thy Tears yet triumph o'er his Foes, 
1 
And Cefar's ſocial Grief revere his Fame. 
|: But I detain thy, Sorrows from Repofe ; 
[4 | What Comforts Eg yt can ſupply. command: K 
| Decius, ſee thou her State be equal to | 
The Roman Matron's Dignity: her Friends, 
Het Followers, all receiv'd, like Friends of Cæſar. 
[Cæſar retiring to the End of the Scene, meets Antony, 
Oo, They ſeems to talk apart, while Cornelia ſpeaks. 
I Corn. Am I, ye Gods! ſo fallen! ſo greatly wretched! 
That he, who bears unmov'd the Groans of Rome, 
Can lend a Sigh to loſt Corne ia s Woe! | 
Yet dares not She be thankful? Rigid Fate! 
While Ceſar is the Foe. of Rome, what great, 
What noble Virtues, am I doom'd to hate? 
[Exit, led by Detid. 

Cel. But what, my Martens, cou'd' fo long d. taia 

thee? 

Ant. To Ceſar evet has my Heart been open: 
From thee, there's not a Frailty there conceal'd! 
Why was I choſen for this fatal Errand? . 

O! I have drank my Ruin, at my Eyes! 

Deform'd my Faith, betray” d my Truth to Caſar! 

From thee, as from a Conqueror, I came, 

Aſſur'd of Triumph, but return a Captiye! 

Her tow'ring Charms at once o'erbore my Soul! % 

I ſpoke for Ceſar, while I ſigh'd for Antony! . 
Caſ. We, Marcus, will be ever Friends! a Friend Us 

[Taking his Hand, 
Outweighs th' Indulgence of a ſhort-liv'd Joy.” 
Prove, that thy Sighs prevail'd upon her Heart, * 
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1 Caeſar's cancel'd Hope reſigns to Antony. | 
Int. This Bounty, Ceſar, binds me to the Truth. 
e had | none, but what my Weakneſs form d. 
adirg for thee, I trembled at Succeſs ; 
jile her advancing Smiles gave me Deſpair! | 
jen, with thy Conqueſts, I adorn'd thy Flame, ; 
on{cious Pleaſure ſparkled at her Eyes, | 
wheedful of the Wretch, that burnt, before her, 
Love were criminal, Deſpair has puniſh'd it. 
04% Deſpair and Love ne'er yex the Soldier long! 
Abſence is a ſure Relief —— If not, 
hen Ceſar ſhall diſpoſe of Provinces, 
wit may fall to Antony till when 
. May Ceſar's Fortunes lead him to his Wiſhes. pi 
ou, Saw you my Orders, to confirm her Crown, 
ber'd ? | 
L. During my Audience, Prolomey (i 
State approaching, plac'd it on ber Brow : 
x which the Nobles offering to renew _ 
tir Homage; © Vet a while, defer, She cry'd, 
This doubtful Duty — Ere | take my Crown, | 
From Cæſar am, I yet to kn the Terms . | 
Of wearing it! my Brother. boaſted to 
Deſerve it whole: Ceſar perhaps has wrong'd him 
n darting her Diſdain around, ſne paſsd - | 
e Croud, "and left them ta their BT aſtoniſh'd, 
it jaughty Conflict labours in her Breaſt, 
tr ptivate Audience better, will: unfold. 
be, ſhe comes! O Ceſar, guard thy Heart! Exit. 


Cleopatra, who having made lowly Reverence to 
Cæſar, he gently approaches her. 


04, Fair Wonder of the Nie! this Grace to Ceſar, 
at Service can deſerve, what Toils repay? 
Uo, Ceſar, I come to undeceive thy Bounty! | 
Uown r ſtor'd, which Right, or Innocence, | 
git claim, reflects its Luſtre on the Donors 
t let not Cleopatra's Soul, by Fraud, i 
Or 


48 CAESAR in Ægypt. 
Or vile Concealment of a Truth, receive it; 
Which might, if known, have undeſery'd the Fan 

Caſ. In what can Truth be Cleopatra's Foe) 

Cleo. By Pompey*sDeath, the Earth and Seas are Ce 
But Cleopatra, had her Power prevail'd 

Ceſ. Had ſav'd my Rival, to diſpute the Title 

Cleo. The Charge is Juſt. And had not Spies 

vented - 

Ceſ. Twas not in Spies, to intercept the Virus 
That ftill retains its Merit, tho? abortiye! 

Cleo. Then Cæſar is the Heroe Fame proclaims l 
Now I revere the Grandeur I oppog'd! 

My Crown, in Homage due to Ceſar, triumphs, 

Caſ. IF Homage ſhou'd to Dignity be paid, 
Ceſar might, rightly, kneel to Cleopatra, | 
Her generous Concern, for Pompey's Fate, 
Without the Intereſt her Charms might boaſt, 
Alone had been aſſur'd of Czſar's Service. 

Cleo. Since Ceſar gives me Choice, that Servicz, 
As to the nobler Motive, I aſcribe to Virtue, 

caſ. Yet Beauty, if ſhe pleaſe, may mend 

Choice! | Wet 
Let us not rob the Needy, for the Great. 
Love begs a little! Virtue ſcorns Reward ; 
Confcious of Duty, ſhe content reſigns 
The Thanks, that Love with tranſport wou'd recei 

Cleo, No, in the Lover, Cæſar wou'd be loſt! 
Love wou'd deplume the Heroe, to the Swain, 
And dreſs Ambition in a vulgar Merit. 

Ceſ. Ceſar might ſcorn, like other Men, to love 
But Cleopatra's Charms exalt her Slave, 
And crown his Servitude, with Dignity. 

Cleo. This is the Language of our menial Courti 
Who, when their Hearts are warm, deſpiſe oui That 
And find an Empire on a Cynthia's Boſom: 

But Ceſar's loftier Views contemn the Frailty. 

Cæſ. A Soul ſo tow'ring, in a Form ſo fair, 
As it might dart Deſpair to ſighing Kings, 
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Gives the rough” Roman emulous Deſire. | 
Clo, How wou d ſuch Softaefs ſuit with Ceſar's 

Laurels ? = | 

ceſ. Nor Gods, nor Men refuſe the Flame of Love! 

What is Ambition, if not crown'd by Beauty: 

Can proud Preheminence, or vain Degree, 

Lift up the Soul, to equal heights of Joy ? 

Can all our Pomp, our Glory Boundleſs Power! 

To Puniſh or Reward, Revenge or Pardon: 

To right the Injur'd, or reſtraimch' Oppreſſor? 

To call forth Merit, from Obſcurity, 5 

And give its Rags to gawdy Sloth or Fraud? 

To chaſe rebellious Kings? To crown th' Obedient? 

To give, if poſſible, the World our Laws, 

And even compel the Stubborn to be happy? 

(an all theſe boaſted Attributes of Power, 

be, in the Pride of doing well, rewarded/? 

In yain the Courſe by martial Speed is won, 

If ſmiling Venus ſtands not at the Goal! 

In vain, has Conqueſt led me round the Globe, 

fin the richer Circle of this Zone 

The Treaſure of the Earth illudes my Toil. 
Cleo, O Ceſar, Ceſar! ceaſe theſe Flatteries! 

Nor give my Heart a Proſpect of Delight, 

Which only Latian Beauties can enjoy ! 

Such Tranſports, there, to Merit might be due; 

But our Zgyptian Dames are born too near 

The glowing Sun, to boaſt of Roman Luſtre ! 

What I might boaſt, too early Cares deface; 

And, like an eating Canker, in the Bud, 

Hare broke the ſlender Promiſe of a Flower. 

but were I Miſtreſs of thoſe real Charms, 

Which Cæſar's laviſh Fancy has created, 

He'd find my Eyes, ambitious as his Arms ! 

y firit of Love ſhou'd bleſs the firſt ef Men! 

bods! how the glorious Image ſwells my Soul, 

have diſtant Monarchs crowding to my Court, 

and, at my Feet, their Suppliant Empires laid ! 

C If, 


In yain ſhou'd clog the Flight of my Ambition. 
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If, far behind the Throng, ſome dazling Brow, 
Circled with Lawrel, caſt an awful Look; 

Shone o'er their Heads, and darkned their Pretenſions 
How wou'd my Tranſport, thro' the Preſs, make way 
And dart, like Venus, to the Arms of Mars, 
While Crowns and Scepters, catching in my Robe, 


Ceſ. Inchanting Viſion! O! the Mars! thou Soul 

Of Juno, wrapt in Cytherea's Form. 
Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallies of a wand'ring Brain; 

The fancy'd Being is no more! tis loſt! 

For me, the Gods have no ſuch Heroe found! 

Unleſs my vanquiſh'd Heart might call him (4 
Caf. Be Ceſar, then the Mars, the Gods aſlign thee 

O take me, Goddeſs, gently to thy Arms! 

There hide my Heart, and mould it to thy Wiſhes! | 

By Heay'n! there's Magick in thy ſoftning Eyes! 

So look'd Idalian Venus on the Swain, 

When, to her Charms, the golden Prize was giy'n, 
Cleo. Ceſar, thou grow'ſt too faſt upon my Heart 

Spite of my Boaſt, 

My vaunting wild Ambition, I retreat, 

I ſhrink, and tremble at thy Power! defend me! 

Spare me! ſpeak! for I cou'd hear thee talk for eve 
Ceſ. ls this a time forWords ! when blazing Cham 

Like glittering Swords, in War, proyoke the Char 

Come forth, thou fair Defiance, to the Field 

Of Love, and prove the Proweſs of thy Beauty! 
Hence, to ſome ſecret verdant Bower remove, 
By Art or Nature form'd for bliſsful Love; 
There wanton Cutids round thy Couch ſhall fly, 
And kindling Flames, for ev'ry Charm ſupply, 
There ſhall, compleat, the Wreaths of Ceſar be, 
And crown his Conquelt of the World in thee! 
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— En altera venit 

Victima nobilior : placemus cede ſecunda 
Heſperias gentes : jugulus mihi Cæſaris hauſtus 
Hoc præſtare poteſt, Pompeii cæde nocentes 

Ut populus Romanus amet Lucan, lib, 10. 
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. 
PTOLOMEY, ACHO REUS. 


PTOoLlOM Ex. 


N ALK not of Comfort, to a Wretch 
e forlorn | | 
2 T * My Right, my Hopes of Empire have 
— their Period! 
My haughty Siſter, in her Charms 
i * | triumphant, 


I Now moulds the Heart of Ceſar, to my Ruin! 

Her Vengeance, like a whirling Eddy, draws 

Me headlong down, ingulph'd, to riſe no more! 

While Cæſar's conſcious Tyranny enjoys 

The Fruit of my Ingratitude to Pompey z 

Yet ſwells his Fame, with Inſults for the Service. 
Acho. Yet Sir, be calm; impartially reflect 

On Cæſars Conduct: you upbraid him now, 
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That in Reſentment he regards his Glory: 

When was it known he made it not his Idol? 

To hope his Friendſhip from the Blood of Pam 
as mixing Cæſar in the Herd of Men! 

But ſince the awful Gods diſtinguiſh him 

With a ſuperior Sway, to bow Mankind 

Beneath their unconteſtable Decrees ; 

Think it their Will, and make Obedience Virtue. 

Ptol. Can I then yield up, to is Rage, my Friend 

For due Obedience to their Sovereign's Will } _ _ 
Acho. Cow'd you abandon Pompey ! ſuch a Friend! 

And periſh, to protect his Murtherers ? 

Is Cæſar to be gain'd, by farther Errors? 
Prol. What Courſe, in theſe Extremities, can hel 

me ? 

This Ceſar chafes me, like the hunted Lyon! 

The more ] ſtruggle in the Toil, the more 

I'm bound, girded, ſelf-tangled, in his Power. 
Acho. Ev'n, at the worſt, Sir, ſafer are you there 

Than in thoſe Hands that led you to the Toil: 

Might I be heard | 
Ptol, O! had I never heard 

But thee, theſe Miſeries had ne'er befallen; 

Then Cæſar's Honour had been here my Guard! 

Nor had the Guilt of Pompey's Blood purſu'd me! 

O! venerable Sage! yet help thy Prince! 

Aſſiſt me! fave me, from this nodding Ruin 

And, with thy wholeſom Counſels, heal my Heart, 
Acho. Alas! my Prince, what's left, admits 10 

Choice; 

Thoſe Counſellors, that ſhook, muſt fave your Crown! 

They, or their Maſter, muſt be Pompey's Victim! 

Without a Murmur then, to Ceſar yield them, 

The Argument they urg'd for Pomp:y's Fate, 

Now holds againft themſelves, Neceſlity ! 

If there be room for Mercy, may they find it 

Ceſar, appris'd that I declar'd for Pompey, 

Holds me in ſome degree of Truſt aud Fayour; 
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then a puniſhment, on this ſide Drath, 
ay latisty their. Crime, my ſelf will 
12 1 * for my Prince's Honour. 
he Virtues of Achoreus ſhall redeem it. 
4cho, See Sir! Photinus, and Achillas, come, 
Fun downward Eyes, foreſeeing what muſt fall! 
Il it bs fits Achoreas to inſult 
The Grief, which Virtue warns me not to comfort. 
Fermit me to retire Now, Sir, exert - 
The King! be faithful to your ſelf, and reign ! * vir. 


Enter Photinus and Achillas. 


iel. Why am I driv'n to theſe Indignities ? 

Way yield you not your ſel ves to Ceſar's s Mercy? 

Or, muſt I ſend you bound, like Criminals ? 

A, Ad come my ſelf, in Evidence againſt you? 

fin your Hearts there liv'd that Truth you boaſt; 

„ou eel his Rage at Pompey's Fate, 

Why ſtept you not undaunted forth, like Men,. 

To calm your. Share of Glory, in the Deed? 

Put balely left your Prince deſerted, loft, 

To ſtand, alone, the Shock of his Reproaches F 
Achil. If Ptolomey diſdains to be himſelf 

Our judge, we ſcorn to kneel for Cæſars Mercy. 
et. Nor came we, Sir, to juſtify our Errors; 

The Infirmity of Nature; we confeſs them ; 

C:/ar's Vain-glory has deceiy'd our Hopes ! 

Bur if, for Pompey? s Fate, our Blood muſt anſwer, 

Our Sovereign's Will, not Ceſar, ſhall condemn us. 

Four Victims, Sir, ſhall be themſelves your Prieſts, 

And pierce theſe honeſt Hearts that fail'd to ſerve you! 
Achil. Septimius Hand has taught us how to die! 
Ptol, Septimius! ha! 
Achil. Les Sir, the Inſolenee 

Of Cæſar, like a Roman, he reſented! 

When, to compleat his late Pharſalian Conqueſt, 

tle brought Cornelia Captive, to his Preſence, 

de Tyrant s Pride diſdain'd to give him Audience, 
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And, in the Bonds his Priſoner wore, confin'd him; 
The Sting of which Diſgrace ſo ſwell'd his Heart, 
That the ſame Dagger he employ'd on Pompey, 
In his own Breaſt he plung'd, in ſcorn of Or 
Phot. The noble, Roman, Soul! 
Ptol. Septimius dead] 
Achil. I ſaw him, on the Pavement, ſtiff and breath. 
leſs, 
Phot. Now what's this mighty 'Tyrant"'s outfide 
Greatneſs ? 
That ſtorms at your Ingratitude to Pompey ; 
And while he reaps the Profit of your Crime, 
Yet ſtiles his Treatment of Septimius, Virtue ! 
That daring Hand, that gave his Pride the World, 
But all is of a-piece! Not Crowns eſcape him! 
The Sov'reign Lord of Zgypr is his Slave, 
And, in his fight, muſt crouch, and lowly bend 
To watch th' imperious Bidding of his Eye! 
Muſt give up all, his Friends, his Empire, Honour, 
The yet untainted Honours of his Race, 
A royal Siſter's violated Fame, i 
To glut the Riots of his pamper'd Power. 
Fzol. Said'ſt thou my Siſter! born for my Un. 
doing ! 
Phot. This Night, devoted to vc luptuous Love, 
Theſe Paramours, like Deities, have revell'd, 
In all the Luxuries of ſenſual Joy ! 
The Scene ſelected, for their amorous Rites, 
Is now that Bower, ſhe terms the Paphian Court, 
Herſelf the Venus there! the ambient Lake, 
Which from a thouſand gurgling Fountains flows, 
A ſtately Train of ſilver Swans ſurround, 
Like naval Scouts to guard their Citadel! 
A ſignal Streamer, from the Window wav 'd, 
Raiſes or falls the golden Drawbridge down, 
To paſs or to exclude attendant Slaves, 
As Solitude incites, or cloys Deſire: 


A-down the diſtant Vale, in Order rang'd, 


Silken 
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glken Pavilions form the Camp of Cupid ! 
Where new Delights for every Senſe are ſtor'd. 
Their Banquets beggar Æęgypt to ſupply ; 
ks if they meant to waſte that World he'd con- 
quer'd, 
Now Bands of mimick Maskers, light-heel'd Gauls, 
M-lodious Virgins, or the warbling Eunuch, 
Peouile the languid Intervals of Love! 
To ſoft enervate Sounds, their Souls diſſolve, 
Fame and Virtue were the Scorn of Greatneſs. 
pol. Diſcordant Thunder drown their Harmony, 
And forked Lightnings rivet their Embraces! 
Phot. Methinks I ſee her, in her am'rous Dalliance, 


Wanton, and toying with the Fate of Zgype. 


Piol. Villain! how dar'ſt thou rack me with theſe 
Horrors ? 
Unable to avoid, or to revenge them. 
that, Tis therefore to your View, Sir, I preſent 
them! 
To give your Vengeance Choice, on whom to fall! 
Whether on us, whoſe Arms wou'd ſet you free, 
Or on this waſteful Tyrant, that enſlaves you? 

Ptol, What vaunting Project brooding in thy Brain, 
To fave thy ſelf, wou'd plunge thy Prince in Ruin? 

Phot, If, Sir, our Lives can your loſt Crown re- 

trieve, | | 
Take them! and bury, with our Bones, the Secret. 

Achil. But if aur Prince dares urge us to the Proof, 
Theſe Hands, that have endanger'd, ſhall preſerve him. 

Pol. So confident! unfold this Myſtery, 

Phot. The Moment, that 1 read, in Cæſar's Rage, 
tor Pomp'y's Death, the lowring Fate f Azypt ; 
Conſcious, that open Force were yain t oppoſe him; 
| gave Achillas Orders to detain, 

Conceal'd within our Walls ſome choſen Troops, 
nat might, in our Diſtreſs, revenge our Chains: 
C:ſar returns, this Evening, to the Palace: 
but knows not, that a ſubterraneous Vault, 
„ Beneath 


< CASAR in #gypr: 
Beneath this Town, whoſe Entrance we command, 
May bring your Vengeance to his Deors, and at 
A Blow---give Zgypr, and the World Repoſe, 
Ptel. Now by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings! 
The Viſion wakes my Soul! bright Vengeance dawns! 
O!] for a Moment of reſiſtleſs Ruin, 
To cruſh the Head of this enormous Tyrant! 
Gods! 'twere too much”! the Thought o'erbears my 
Soul ! 
Ev'n Pomtey's Head, by Cæſar's, were atton'd, 
And Rome wou'd owe her Liberty to Ægytt“ 
Achil. Nay more, the conquer'd World, to Ptol:mey! 
hot, Howe'er her Senate favour'd Pompey's Arms, 
Yet his Succeſs had been, as Cæſar's dreadful! 
Pompey preſerv'd had been her equal Maſter ; 
But both deſtroy'd, ſecures her Friendſhip, 
Confirms her Freedom, and your. Fame immortal. 
Prol. But oh! my Friends, in vain is all this Ardour, 
Unleſs our Hopes were ſure of Execution! 
The ſecret Paſlage I approve, but while 
Surrounded by his Guards, how may que Force, 
Without Alarm, or Chance of his Eſcape, 
Approach him? failing of our Blow, we periſh. 
Achil. That, Sir, by Hands who have n ſhah 
reach him, 
Some daring Spirits, in Cornelia's Train, 
Impatient to preſerve the Roman Laws, 
Already have embrac'd our Enterprize. 
Plot. When next the Tyrant "_ to give them 
Audience, 
(Which oft, with Smiles i imperious, he allows,) 
Then ſure and ſudden ſhall the Blow be giv'n! 
When on a- Signal, from the dreadful Vault, 
Purſting like Thunder, - ſhall our Troops ruſh forth, 
And e'en defy his guardian Gods to ſave him. 
Pro. O thou haſt fird my Soul, with yur C 
Triumph! 
Ifis ! Ofiris! Pharian Gods ador' d, 
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«Cline this Day propitious to our Vows! ' 

y glorious will your ſacred Altars blaze, 
When ſuch a Victim to your Vengeance bleeds !! 
What Terrors muft this Waſter of the World 
iſmay, when from the — Earth, Revenge, 
1d meagre Death, impetuous ſhall aſſail him? | 

80 8 when the prouling Wolf, on A#Atna's Vale | 
Thirſting for Blood, o'erleaps the Rural Pale, | 
High o'er his Head the dreadful Mountain roars, 5 


ln Streams erect the ſpouted Sulphur ſoars, 

And boiling to the Plain a blazing Torrent pours. 

In vain the Savage from the Ruin turns, | 

But ere he dreads his Fate, amidſt the Deluge burns. | 
Excunt. ll 


L 


SCENE opening to the Bower, &. 


rſar and Cleopatra appear ſitting at a Banquet, at- 
tended ail by Nomen. Cæſar attentively reading e. 


Cleo. Ceſar, theſe laſt Expreſſes have diſturb'd you. 
hall we walk forth? or ride? or fail the Nile? | 
eliaps this Cell's too glootmy 3: ſhall we change. ir? 
Co. The Place might charm a Deity : but While 
roſe ſmiling Eyes, with ſuch a ſoft Concern; 
four forth their quick'ning Glances to my Heart, 
unortal Pow'rs might change their Heav'n with 
Caſar. 
Cu. Ceſar, howe'er this Flattery charms my Ear, 
y Senſe is not ſo lull'd, but that I ſaws 
au read thoſe Letters, with a penſive Exe! 
Jay were they ſuffer'd to invade you here? 
75 mY 2 place, for Bus'neſs to intrude? 
'Twas your Command, my Queen, I hou'd- 


eraſe them. | 
ful cls 'Twas that my Heart, then, cou d refuſe you | 
noth no, | 

g. 


l know this Secret, Caſar, that affects you, 


ine C $ > Ca,. . 
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Confirms her Freedom, and your Fame immortal. 
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Beneath this Town, whoſe Entrance we command, 
May bring your Vengeance to his Doors, and at 
A Blow---give ZEgypr, and the World Re poſe. 
Prell. Now by the injur'd Majeſty of Kings! 
T he Viſton wakes my Soul! bright Vengeance dawns! 
O!] for a Moment of reſiſtleſs Ruin, 
To cruſh the Head of this enormous Tyrant! 
Gods! 'twere too much-! the Thought o'erbears my 
Soul! 
Ev'n Pomey's Head, by Cæſar's, were atton'd, 
And Reme wou'd owe her Liberty to gybt! 
Achil. Nay more, the conquer'd World, to Prolimey! 
hot, Howe'er her Senate favour'd Pompey's Arms, 
Yet his Succeſs had been, as Cæſar's dreadful! 
Pompey preſerv'd had been her equal Maſter ; 
But both deſtroy'd, ſecures her Friendſhip, 


Pol. But oh! my Friends, in vain is all thisArdour, 
Unleſs our Hopes were ſure of Execution ! 
The ſecret Paſlage I approve, but while 
Surrounded by his Guards, how may que Force, 
Without Alarm, or Chance of his Eſcape, 
Approach him? failing of our Blow, we periſh, 
Achil. That, Sir, by Hands who haye . ſhalþ 
reach him, 
Some daring Spirits, in Cornelia 8 Train, 
Impatient to preſerve the Roman Laws, 
Already have embrac'd our Enterprize. | 
Plot. When next the Tyrant * to give them 
Audience, 
(Which oft, with Smiles i imperious, he allows,) 
Then ſure and ſudden ſhall the Blow be giv'n! 
When on a Signal, from the dreadful Vault, 
Burſting like Thunder, ſhall our Troops ruſh forth, 
And e'en defy his guardian Gods to ſave him. 
Proel. O thou haft fir'd my Soul, with yengetul 
Triumph! 
Is! Ofris! Pharian Gods ador'd, 


Incline 
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«Cline this Day propitious to our Vows! ' * 
How glorious will your ſacred Altars blaze, 
When ſuch a Victim to your Vengeance bleeds !! 
What Terrors muft this Wafter of the World 
pimay, when from the e, Earth, Revenge, 

1d meagre Death, impetuous ſhall aſſail him ? 

80 when the prouling Wolf, on Zrna's Vale 
Thirſting for Blood, o'erleaps the Rural Pale, 
High o'er his Head the dreadful Mountain . 


1s! 


In Streams erect the ſpouted Sulphur ſoars, 

And boiling to the Plaina blazing Torrent pours, . 

In vain the Savage from the Ruin turns, | 

But ere he dreads his Fate, amidſt the Deluge burns. 
[Exennt.- 


y! 


SCENE opening to the Bower, &C. 


1, hr ad Cleopatra appear ſitting at a Banquet, at- 
ended ail by omen. Cæſar attentively reading Letters. 
Cleo. Ceſar, theſe laſt Expreſſes have diſturb'd you. 
hall we walk forth? or ride? or fail the Nile? | 
22 this Cell's too glootny 3: ſhall we change. it? 
The Place might charm a Deity : but While 
*: ſmiling Eyes, with ſuch a ſoft Concern; 
four forth their quick'ning Glances to my Heart, 
mmorta] Pow'rs might change their Heav'n with 
Cafar. 
Cu, Ceſar,  howe'er this Flattery charms my Ear, 
| Senſe is not ſo lull'd, but that I ſaws 
vu read thoſe Letters, with a penſive Exe! 
Jay were they ſuffer'd to inyade you here? 
as th Ihi 2 place, for Busneſs to intrude? | 
'Twzs your Command, my Queen, I ſhoud 
:ruſe them. 
'Twas that my Heart, then, cou d refuſe you 
noth ng. 
kao this Secret, Caſar, chat affects you, 
C 5 Ca.. | 


ful 


ine 
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Caſ. Away, you jealous one ! there! tire your fe 
tience. | Gives her the Laie 
Cleo, My. Jealouſy is cur'd! nor wanted I 
To ſearch the Secrets, but the Heart of Ce/ar. 
Since you permit me, I no more am curious, 
Gives back the Lernt 
Ceſ. If I ſeem'd penſive, 'twas the Lover's Feat 
The Fear of being torn from Clezpatra, 
Cleo. Nay, then J am concern'd, to know the Cauſe 
Cæſ. The reſtleſs World, I find, envious of Cee 
Reſolves to ſpin Reſiſtance to the laſt, 
Theſe Letters, from Achaia, bring me Word, 
That Scipio, Appius, Fuba, lately join'd, 
Have call'd on Cato, to command their Forces; 
Who from Corcyra, ſince, has put to Sea, 
To head the Conteſt, and revenge Pharſalia. 
Cleo. Alas, vain Men ! have they not try'd thei 
Ceſar? | 
Since they prefer their Ruin, to Submiſſion, 
*Tis but to March! to Meet them! and to Conquer 
Caſ. How ſoon, that March, from Zgypt might u 
call me, 
Was what o'ercaſt my Thoughts, for Cleopatra, 
Cleo. As Cæſar's Fame, in Arms, firſt warm'd he 
Heart, | 
So what ſupports his Glory, feeds her Flame! 
But vacant Moments ſhou'd indulge Defire ! 
Caf, O ceaſe, thou ſoft'ning Syren, thus to chant! 
Left, while | gaze, and liften to thy Voice, 
I bury, in thofe Arms, the Ceſar that ſubdu'd thee! 
Cleo, What is this ſecret Charm, in martial Men 
That more than others, finds our Sex ſo eaſie! 
Cæſ. The Brave, and Fair, methinks, become tl 
Paſſion. 
Cleo. And yet they tell me, Ceſar, once you 10) 
An Ethinp Queen! was it her Crown that charm'd jc 
How cou'd you bear a Dæmon in your Arms? 
Ce}. She ſerv'd ſometimes to kill the Soldier's 7 
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And guarded Nature, from the Chains of Beauty, 
coldiers but ill obey their ſighing Leader! 
Cleo. Yet Antony has led victorious Legions, 
Tho! he now ſends ſucceſsleſs Sighs to Love. 
Ci. For whom? ſucceſsleſs Sighs ! impoſlible! 
Cleo, Indeed, I fear me, Ceſar, he's thy Rival, 
For while I gave him Audience, his Confuſion---- 
Ce/. Was what became the Softneſs of his Errand. 
cles. If he were guilty, you cou'd pardon- 
Cal. Pardon! 
Were it his Crime that Cleopatr. 's fair? 
Shou'd I condemn him, that he thought like me? 
Were not his Paſſion juſtify'd by Cefar's? 
Cleo, Ceſar, I love you not, you're all Ambition: 
How can you love, ſo free from Jealouſy ? 
Ce. Why ſhou'd I either doubt my Friend, or 
wrong 
My Cleopatra ? Where I love; I truſt! 
A gen'rous Flame's the Vigour of the Soul! 
But ſhamefac'd Jealouſy is mean Deſire! 
Where once Suſpicion enters, Ceſar's Love 
Muſt leave the Banquet to the next invited! 
But why theſe needleſs Wiles, to alarm 
A Heart too willing of itſelf to yield? 
Cleo, Forgive me, Julius if a Heart, like mine, 
Thinks Art a Duty, to inſure its Wiſhes! 
(an I be too ſecure----I don't complain! 
No! when I've Cauſe, my Suff*rings ſhall be ſilent. 
C. Thou Soul of Love 
| Clo, Let us have Mulick, Ceſar. 
A pleaſing Sadneſs hangs upon my Heart, 
Which I, methinks, wou'd ſooth with Harmony; 
C Indulge the Softneſs, and inftame thy Ceſar? 
0 Rome, thy Envy of my Fortune, now, 
Vere juſt! reproach me! hate me! ſtyle me Tyrant! 
Let Cato rail, but thus let Ceſar triumph! 
| Embracis hers 
[4 Trumpet is heard at # diſtance. 
x : cla 


With. earngft Voice he hollows o'er the Lake, 


But in my Senſe, twere kinder to retire, 


| Give me the Terms of Inſolence, that ſpoke them! 
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Clio. Whence that unbidden Scund ? An forth 
my Charmion. [Exit Chung 
Cæſ. A Trumpet! here 0 call on none but 

GI” 
Cleo. A thouſand various Apprehenſions ſhake me; 

Some 1 of the King, t'aſſert his Power! 

Cæſ. Fear not, my Queen, while Ceſar is thy Guard 
Re-enter Charmion. 


Clo. Now! th* Occaſion: * © 
Charm, Madam, *tis Antony. 


For Speech with Ceſar, 
Cleo. Antony ! 
Cæſ. Your Leave, 

My Queen, for, his Admittance, 
Cleo. Ar Cæſar's Pleaſure, 

But let not me be preſent to his Audience, 
Ceſ. Think you, I.fear, to truſt your Interyiew! 
Cleo. Cou'd it oblige my Ceſar, -1 might ſtay, 


[Cæſar leads her forth, and returns 
Cæſ. I like not this Alarm- -Some new Diforde: 
I've been remiſs--- but "tis the Life of c. 
To ſtruggle with Annoyance. 


Enter Antony. 


Now, the News! 
I read it, Marcus, in thy Looks, unwelcome! 
No matter, ſpeak it whole, nor ſpare thy Terrots, 
Ant. Ceſar, be now thy felf ! the Terror's new 
The Captains of thy Legions mutiny, 
Ceſ. They muſt be quell d ! Proceed! their G1 
vances. 


Ant. Tho' of themſelves, too prompt to il 
mur, at 
Their Toils, while Ceſar reyels out the War! 
J fear the gen'rous Freedom you've allow'd 
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Cynclia's Followers, has-inflam'd. the Tumult! 

la friendly Bowls they mitigle, with our Chiefs; 

bu hers Sons with Sires, Brothers with, Brothers 
meeting, lone e 1 

zuln into former Fondneſs! Foes no more! | 

Remorſe, and Shame of mutual Guilt, ſubdues em. 

Now: loud they curſe the Raſhneſs of their Cauſe, 

genounce their: Hatred, and emhrace in. Lo -_ 
rear, they, no more, will aggrayate their Crime; 
Nor glut, with Roman Blood, one Man's Ambition, 
Peace they reſolve ! and: as they're Romans born; 

Are free, and have as ample Right to end, 
ks Ceſar to commence the War. 

Ce. My Patience! "if Reg 5 3 
Has Conqueſt then ſo pamper'd them! ſo high, 

In jauncing Pride, that they diſdain their Rider ? 

Ant. Nor, came they hither (thus they talk) to quell 
Foy:tian Jars; nor, for a Wanton's Lip, 

To proſtitute the Terror of their Arms. 1 

Ceſ. Where, Marcus, may I face this bellowing 

Herd? | | 
That, like the Lion, Cæſar may diſperſe them, 

Ant. I left them ſwarming in the Palace Court, 
Where Decius, to prevent the ſpreading Flame, 
Holds them in Parley, while I made ſpeed to Cæſar. 

Ca. Tis well; they ſnall be Judges of their Ge- 

neral! | 
t muſt be ſo! No!time for cool Refolyes! 
The, Cure muſt; like the Malady; be deſperate! 
put, Cleopatra---No'! --- Staying, to part, 
Might let the Torrent ſwell, to part us ever! 
beſriend me, Marcus, in this Exigence; 
Wait thou the Queen, inform her What has chanc'd, 
Tell her, what dire Convulſions tore me hence, 
but that I left my Friend, my dearer half, 
To (wage her Fears, and mitigate my Parting. [ Exit. 

Ant. What pleaſing Terrors fill, at once, my Soul! 
hat Solitude! what Scenes of ſoft Retirement! 

—_ The 
8 
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The Place infuſes languiſhing Deſire! 
'The Fair alone, and penſive! Antony 
Commiſſion'd, as a Friend, to ſooth her Fears, 
To pour out all my full Benevolence | 
Of Heart, to calm her Sighs for Cæſar's Abſence! 
'Tumultuous Joy ! -- But oh! the torturing Task! 
How, in the Friend, ſhall I conceal the Lover 
How, for my Rival, can I plead ſincere ?} 
When my own Suff' rings want her ſofter Pity ? 
Why haſt thou bound me, Ceſar, by thy Truſt, 
To loſe this Criſis of complaining Love? 
Thy happier Stars, thy Pow'r, thy Conqueſts, Fame, | 
Have ſtrew'd thy Way with Roſes, to her Arms! 
But what, alas! can lift my Hopes ſo high? 
My Laurels ſprout but from the Root of Ceſar; 
Obſcure, and ſhaded, by his loftier Boughs : 
Deſpairing Antony, at beſt, but brings 
A bleeding Heart, more paſſionately fond, 
Yet that, forbid, by Honour, to complain, 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Cleo. So ſoon Diſpatcht, my Ceſar! Antony! 
[ Surpriz's, 
Ant. Receives this Honour, by the Leave of Ceſar. 
Cleo. My trembling Heart! What wou'd thy Fears 
ſuggeſt ? 
The Leave of Ceſar! did you ask it? 

Ant. No! 

Cleo. Did he impoſe it ? ſay! or did he think 
The Bounty greater, to prevent Entreaty ? 
Why has his Abſence thus inſulted me! 

That from another's Mouth, I mult receive, 
What Cæſar's Will decrees of Cleopatra! 
Ant. Cou'd you be calm, you'd find his anxious} 
Lovye----- 

Cleo. Talk not of Love! his Heart is all Ambition; 
Beauty has only Charms, for uſeleſs Hours! 
But the loy'd Idol of his Soul is Power! © 
To that, as to his Deity ador'd, 
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Ve kneels, and thinks no Vows but thoſe are ſacred! 
Ant. Had you ben Witneſs of his Pain to part, 
How his conflifting Soul for Cleopatra 
Cleo. Why ſtaid he not himſelf, to ſatisfy 
My Heart? can mine be eas'd by Deputation 
aſſign'd, like irkſome Bus'neſs, to a Proxy? 
fn Bus'neſs is preferr'd to Cleopatra ! 
Has Wedlock bound me tame to hi- Obedience, 
Thankful to wait his Leiſure of Deſire? 2 
Hare I not ſcorn'd all Pomp of bridal Honours? 
Deaf to the diſtant Sighs of 4ſia's Kings, 
To make my Heart a Preſent worthy Ceſar? 
Yet came I free, and ſpotleſs to his Arms, 
Unclogg'd with languid Laws of Happineſs, 
Ind can I bear this cold prudential Flame, 
That when his Int'reſt calls, obſequious flies, 
Cum to my Love, regardleſs of my Peace? 
Ant, Am I forbid to vindicate his Love? 
Cleo, O, had he everlov'd, he wou'd have thought 
The worſt of Tortures Bliſs, to ſilent Parting, 
Ant. Has Antony offended Cleopatra? 
I; C:{ar's Love, from ought Pve ſaid, ſuſpeted ? 
Name but wherein, and execute his Vengeance! 
Here with this Dagger wreak it on my Heart! 
For I dare die, to prove the Faith of Cæſar. 
Cleo. Forgive theſe Sallies of a Heart alarm'd: 
Too fond and faithful, for its own Repoſe! 
| have offended you! Paſſion uncurb'd 
In Preſence of the Innocent, is Inſult : 
if I am not unworthy of your Pardon, 
be kind, and diſſipate my Doubts of Ceſar. 
Ant. Ye Gods! how great ! how ſoft her Diſpo- 


0u8] ſition! [ Apart, 
Ce. What dire Miſchance cou'd force him thus 


Art. His Life! his Glory! Love! were all at ſtake! 
from Cauſes, now, too tedious to relate, 
lis menacing Centurions mutiny ! 
. Fluſh'd 
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Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and vain of Services, 
They call their General to account his Conqueſis! 
Had he not timely flown, to quench the, Flame, 
The Ruin might, ere this, have reach'd him here, 
He knew, that parting Love counts Hours but Mg. 
ments------- 
And therefore ſeiz'd that Moment to preſerve you. 
Clio. How are we ſure he may ſuppreſs this Tu. 
mult ? | 

Ant. Baniſh your Fears! leave Ceſar: to his For. 

tune! 
His Genius never, at his Need, forſakes him: 
This Cloud will paſs; let but his View confront them, 
His piercing Eye, like the Gorgonian Shield, 
Shall turn this big- mouth'd Monſter into Stone! 
Then when like Perſeus he returns, in Triumph, 
Pre ſerv'd Andromeda ſhall claſp the Heroe. 

Cleo. You Romans want not Wiles of Adulation! 
.Yow-ſooth and play, like Wiſhes with our Hearts! 
When I'm in fault to Ceſar, plead for me. 

The Tongue of Antony were ſure to gain him! 

Had our Zgyptian Court, in all its Pride, 

The Nymph, that of his Heart might boaſt her 
Conqueſt, | 

My Pow'r might then reward his Faith. to Ce/ar, 

Ant, Agytt has found the Face -- but Anton) 
Has on himſelf impos'd Deſpair! the Space 
Betwixt his Heart and Hope -is Earth from Heay'n! 
Nor can my Sighs reproach her Cruelty, 

Who knowing not her Pow'r, is innocent. 

While in my Breaſt the Anguiſh I retain, 
Enduring Virtue triumphs in the Pain, | 

The Sighs of Honour are not Sighs in vain, 

But ſhou'd my Falſhood once reveal my Care, 

To ask her Fity might deſerve Deſpair. 

When by ber Eyes enflam'd, upon my Tongue, 
Burning to ſpeak, my ſecret Pangs haye hung,. . 
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conſcious Honour then regain'd the Day, 

ud bore me guiltleſs, from her Charms, away. [ Exit. 

Cho, O Antony ! had Cæſar not been Cæſar, 

| Heart like thine had taught me gentler Paſſion. 

it Thirſt of Empire ſeizing on my Soul, 

is drove me down the Stream of fierce Ambition, 

by did I dally with his gen'rous Flame? 

arching the Wound; I never meant to cure? 

But Beauty wild with Pow'er, delights tö reign _ 

Oer Hearts victorious, and enjoys their Pain; 

And yet how greater far the gloriòus Lore, 

To keep one Heart of Merit in our Pow'r, . 

Than making thouſands from the Crowd, adore? 

te my ſole Triumph, but of Cæſar ſure, | 

My 1 0 Fame ſhall with his conquer'd World 
endure. g 
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Duem non ille Ducem potuit terrere tumultus? 

Fata ſed in praceps ſolitus dimittere Cæſar, 

Fortunamque ſuam per ſumma pericula gaudens, 

E xercere, venit : nec, dum deſæviat ira, 

E xpeftat : medias properat tentare furores. 
Lucan, lib. ; 


tt tt. At... nt — — 


A CT V. 
SCEN E, The Palace-Court, 


DECIUS, with ſeveral CENTURIONS 
Inferior Officers of C S A R' in Mutin). 


1 CENTURION. 


cls, away! in vain wou'd Wor 
A appeaſe us! * 
Our Civil War, or Ceſar, is no more. 
Dec. Is Ceſar, in one Day, your Enem 
2 Cen, Tis time, that Romans ſhou 
with Rome be Friends, 
1 Cen. Have we not ſpent onr Lives, in Ce 
| Service ? 
Dec. And wou'd you baſely cloſe em with | 
Ruin ? | 
1 Cen. We ſee no End of his inſatiate Arms. 1 
a 
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ne we not ſcatter'd ev'ry Region round us 

h Roman Bones, now Whitening to the Sun! 

id what have the Survivors gain'd, but War? 

ore Blood and War is all the Hope that's left us, 

e are determin'd! on, to Ceſar! forward! 

Der. Yet ſtay your Madneſs! think of milder Mea- 
ſures! 

emper may bring him willing to your Wiſhes, 

Cen. Behold theſe hoary Heads, that bend be- 
neath 

teir Helmets, and are blanch'd in Cæſa-'s Wars! 

Wie wither'd Hands, that feebly graſp their Jay'lins! 

umleſs as rural Crooks, meer Staffs for Age! 

War ſupportable to Life, like this ! 

t not time to let Diſeaſes end us? 

we not our Toils, at leaſt, deſerv'd an Urn? 

that our wailing Friends might cloſe our Eyes } 

| ſhall we leave our mangled Carcaſes 

thury'd, to manure the Earth, for Ceſar ? 

rknows he not the Strength, that yet is left us, 

light, by. one Stroke, ſecure the Peace of Rome? 

{with his Head, repay the plunder'd World? 

Dec. So obſtinate ! be on your ſelves your Fate! 

comes, the dauntleſs, and the dreadful Ceſar ! 

Enter Cæſar with a Favelin, 

0%. Who are theſe lordly Sires of Civil Power, 

jatſummon Ceſar to their bold Tribunal? 

bat, tir'd with Toil, would talk Mankind to Reſt, 

train the Valiant, and command their Leader:? 

I Cen, Here, Cæſar, ſtands the Power that made 
thee Great! 

termine, now, to give Mankind Nepoſe. 

li. Repoſe be thine! Command and Toil be 

Ceſar's. Lkiils him. 

00 next advances to receive Diſmiſſion ? 

ily! turbulent! vain-glorious Rout ! 

e Jou the Arbiters of Ceſar's Cauſe ? 

e Fate, to limit, or with-hold his Conqueſts ? 

Cou d 
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If Pompey's routed Cauſe, o'er burning Sands, 
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And leave your General to be ſingly glorious! 


Thoſe who are ſound in Heart, retain and pardon,; 
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Cou'd you preſume, that your poor Aid Withdrawn, 
Wou'd leave his Standards naked in the Field! 


Can. draw ſuch Numbers, to reſume the War, 
Can Cæſars Eagles droop, in full Succeſs } 

Can the Victorious fail of worthi:r Hands, 

To bear our Trophies, and divided Spoil, 

To Rome? While you, inglorious in Repoſe, 

Are deafned with the Clangors of our Triumphs! 
Hence, from my Sight, ye murm'ring heartleſs Herd! 
Ye undeſervers of Pharſalizy Honour! 

Such daſtard Spirits are unfit to follow 

Where Ceſar, and his Fortune, leads the Brave. 
Hence, to your abje&t Homes ! there pine in Corners 
There waſte your winking Lamps of Life away, 


Dec. O mighty Ceſar ! ſee thy proſtrate Bands 
Confus'd, and ſuppliant at thy Feet for Pardon 
O calm thy dreadful Brow ! thy Decius kneels! 

| They all throw themſelves at Cæſar's Fe 

Convine d of what their Truth, by me, pronounces! 
Thy warlike Spirit has reviv'd their Flame! 
While they behold their Gen'ral's Breaſt thus fir d, 
Thus blazing onward, in the Courſe of Glory, 
Their glowing Hearts imbibe the Martial Ardor, 
Forgetful of their Toils, or Wounds unheal'd, 
Pharſalian Vigour ſwells their Streams of Life, 
And pants' for Conqueſts, to retrieve their Ceſar. 

Cæſ. Decias, to thee, Ceſar conſigns their Fatet 
Diſperſe them to their Poſts: There, Man by Many 
Examine to the Source of this Diſorder : 
If Treaſon ſprung it, or meer Martial Licence, 


The Factious and the Stubborn bear to juſtice.— 
Yet ftay --- If I miſtake not in the Crowd, 

I ſee a Face, that has a Claim to Pardon {able 
That's he! - Soldier,. come forth . thou ſeem ſt d 
2 Cen. Caſar, I am : the Sinews of this Arm 
Are uſeleſs. 
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ce. Thou wert wounded at Pharſalia 7 
n. Has Ceſar then forgot? when o'er the Head 
vf Brutus there, this Arm was rais'd in Air, 
[hy haſty Sword, to fave him from the Blow, 
'ntrung theſe Nerves, before his Fate cou'd reach him. 
#1þ l remember--- what mov'd thee to this Tumult? 
; Cen. Reſentment of thy broken Promiſes 

Ce, f in my Courſe of Cares, thy Merit ſcap'd me, 
by ſought'ſt thou not Occaſion to remind me?: 
2 Cen, ” Becauſe I found it eaſter to deſerye, 
Than ask Reward! which due from Ceſar too, 
thought ſecure; but felt my Arm forgotten, 
Ind therefore rais'd this other to revenge . | 
(4/, Thy Charge is Juſt, and turns thy Crime on 

Ceſar 3 , 
[iy Bluntneſs ſpeaks it but miſtaken Virtue. 
ve me thy Pardon, Soldier, for thy Wrong. 
1 Cen, Ceſar, I lov'd thee ever, but was griev'd, 
To think the Wound, my Gewral's Mercy gave, 
ad only mark*d me to reproach his Honour, 
Ceſ. Decius, this Inſtant let a Donative 
If ten great Attick Talents be his Meed! - 
id to ſupply the Wreath he might have torn 
rom Brutus Head, to the firſt vacant Cohort 
* lis Command preferr'd. 
Cen. What Roman Heart 
eus not at Ceſar's Virtue ? 
Ci. If on Search, © 
[tou find'ſt, among theſe Numbers, Men whoſe Age 
s led them to the Verge of drooping Life, 
et Sum proportion'd to their Service be 
urs'd, and Convoys order'd, to their Country. 
omnes. None, Ceſar, none! our Swords, our Lives 
M5 are Ceſar” 8. 

(J. Then Ceſar is again your Fellow-Soldier, 

| They Shout. 

it further Thanks, my Veterans, attendme, 

ad to the Palace. | 


| 
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Enter Cornelia. 
Corn. Ceſar, guard thy Life! 
Cæſ. Let Danger face me, and the Guard is pre 
Corn. Revenge, and Treaſon, in theſe Walls, det 
min'd, 

Lie lurking for thy Blood the Moment that 

Thou enter'ſt here, a thouſand furious Daggers 

Will claſh their Points within thy Boſom! This 
Contains the Plan, the Means, th' Accomplices! 
Gives 4 Schy 

Ceſ. Gods! am I rivall'd by Corre'ia's Virtue! 
O Roman Spirit! I: t my Envy thank thee! 

Corn. Thanks I refuſe; thy Envy were my Glo 
This juſt Diſcovery to my ſelf was due, 

Without Conditions, therefore have I made it, 
Yet I muſt own, one Life e'en Honour ſtands 
Engag'd to ask; be that in Cæſar's Breaſt, 

Cæſ. Corneiia's Honour, here, gives Laws to Cu; 
Corn. Fulvius, a faithful Servant in my Train, 
(Whoſe Zeal impatient in the Cauſe of Rome, 
Had raſhly join'd him in this Enterprize,) 
Reflecting how the Deed abortive might 
Involve Great Pompey's Relict in the Ruin, 

In duteous Confidence reveal'd tbe Secret; 
"Twas thus Corne ia's, and from her, tis Cæſar's! 

Ce/. O Pomtey! Envy not Pha- ſalia's Field! 
Tho' Ceſar conquer'd, thy Cornelia triumphs. 

Corn. Yet think not, Ceſar, that I've ſpard 

Late.!... a 

To form a Friendſhip, where my Hate is due; 

No, I preſery'd thee but to uſe thy Power, 

In what I know thy Glory is concern d, 

To wreak thy Vengeance on my Pompey's Murdetet 

That paſt; again, I give thee to the Sword, 

A nobler Victim to the Laws of Rome. 

Cæſ. Each Moment of that Life, thou haſt giv'l 

Ceſa , 

Is loſt, while Pompey's Vengeance is delay'd ! 
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eve thee Orders, Decius, to demand 
U Aſaſſins, and Adviſers of his Fate. 
re they ſurrender'd? | 
Dec. Ceſar, no!---- -the King 

ludes thy Power: Ere his unwilling Search 
uud them, We have Cauſe to think, he ſent 
lis private Notice to adviſe their Flight, 

'n in th* Zgyprian Camp, they're now protected; 
ſhere fierce in Menaces, they brave thy Vengeance. 
Ci. Brav'd by Zgyptians! let our Troops be form'd! 
Iicfue them, by a Trumpet! if refus'd, 17 
ur, Ceſar, by his Legions, will demand them. 

al from the Fleet our Germans, to inforce us! 
Glos scheme deſcribes an AqueduR, a Vault 

iro which this Earthborn Treaſon is to ſpeed. 


. Draw out five Cohorts, to ſecure the Streets, 
$ nj guard our Pioneers, while they dig through, 
Ind with a Barrier Wall cut ſhort their March, 
to Cen, from the Sluices, drown them in the Cavern. 


melia! when this Treaſon is ſuppreſt, 

dar will give due Order for thy Freedom, 
ith Convoys, to Whatever Port, thy Friends, 
iy Hopes, or Fortune of thy Cauſe, ſhall call thee 
Corn, Ceſar, in vain I leave this fatal Shore, 
nleſs Indulgent to my Woes, thou grant 
ne farther Boon. 

Ca]. Cornelia might Command it,---- 

Cern. Of all the Trophies thy Pharſalia boaſts, 
Field to my ſuppliant Sorrows, Pompey's Aſhes, 
Ce/. Philip, his faithful manumitted Slave, 


par'd 


e; ring preſery'd them, in too mean an Urn, 
therefore charg'd Achoreus to provide 
> Con, 'Tis not the Casket gives the Treaſure Value, 
eret 


The meaneſt Urn is dignify'd by Tears! 

[hz Bones of Pompey will adorn his Tomb. 

, Wl ©4/- 4choreus with the mournful Object ſhall 
t g lend thee,.---- Antor.y / 


| Enter 
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f Enter Antony. 


Ant. ae to Arms! 
From the Ægyptian Camp, our Spies inform yg, 
That for ſome ſudden, hoſtile Enterprize, 
Their March is ſpeeding onward to the City! 
That fierce Phetinus, and Achillas Rage, 
To fave themſelyes, or to redeem their King 
From Roman Power, have blown this Tempel ur 
- Determin'd on their own, or Ceſar's Fate, 
To ſtake the Chains, or Liberty of Zeypt. 

Ceſ. Thy News has but * confirm'd our e 
Notice. 
Ant. O! 1 foreſaw this Beauty wou'd be fatal! 
Ceſ. Let Marcus then be warn'd by Ceſar's Er 
Ah 
The Time yet ſerves to mend it----now my * 
2 Cen. Now, Cæſar, we'll redeem our blaſted 
nour, 
m ward thy Glories, from the Fate of Pomti). 
Since to prevent, our Arms arriy'd too lat 
Like Romans follow, and revenge his Fate. 
Exit, cum 
Corn. No, Ceſar, to deſtroy thee, tho 'twere] 
Revenge is mean, when ſtain'd by Treachery! 
Pharſalia, Rome, and Pomtey's Blood, demand 
An equal Deſolation of thy Fame! 
EV'n at thy Legions Head, in open Field, 
Where Conqueſt gave thee Uſurpation! there! 
There, to deplume thee of thy creſted Glories! 
When my Victorious Father, and the Sons | 
Of Pompey, may like echoing Hunters chaſe thee"? 
With all thy branching Honours on thy Head, 
And circling round thy Fall, enjoy thy Ruin 


>» T3 


Then, then Were Rome — and Pormpey's Fame [h 
veng'd | | - 

But from this Bloy, the Gods and Honour g! el 
_ thee! p 
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+0! thou wert his Victor, not Aſſaſſin! 


ud howſoe' er thy Cauſe reviles thy Arms, 


Enter Achoreus with Pompey's Urn. 


u (ee ! the Holy Prieff obeys ! and from 
rhe Gates of Plenty comes, to feed my Woes 
ith Ceſar's charitable Dole of Death: | 
ſhe dear, the mournfill, laſt Remains of Pompey. - 
40. From mighty Cæſar, to diſtreſt Cornelia, 
eſe honour' d, ſacred Relicts, I preſent; 
kit that thy Piety o'erſways his Will, 
nobler Urn had gracd thy Heroe's Aſhes, 
Go thou, Achoreus, (faid the gen' rous Victor) 
/ Compoſe her Sorrows! mitigate her Wailings ! 
„Tell her, her Virtue has ſecur'd her Vengeance, 
' Binding the Life of Ceſar, to purſue it. 
' But till more glorious Monuments can riſe, 
' Entreat her to accept his previous Victims. 
hen bending to the great Remains, he ſigh'd, 
Enbrac'd them - paus'd---- let fall a Tear, 
Ind with an awful Kiſs, gave back the Charge, 
Corn, O ſacred Virtne! teach me to receive, 
vi Thanks, theſe Obligations of my Foe; 
Nor let ungrateful Envy lead my Soul, 
0wrong the Generous by mean Suſpicion ! 
hat tho' he rifes by the Fall of Pompey ? 
That tho' his Arms oppoſing Prolomey, 
May fix ambitious Clerpatra's Crown ? 
hall I upbraid the Vengeance, whoſe Effect 
Dilperſes Benefit to more than me? 
ynella, no! *twere impious to revile 
be Sun, for that his Beams are general! 
Judge Ceſar then in this, to think like thee 
elicve the nobler Motive rules his Heart, 
nd own the Debt of his Revenge, and Tears, 
Ache. Thus Virtue never is defacd! unchang'd 
Strokes of Fate, ſhe triumphs ger Diſtreſs, 
D And 


e F SAR in Ægypt. 


And ev'ry bleeding Wound adorns her Beauty, 
[Trumpets and Shouts at a Diſtay 
But bark! th' Alarm is giv'n! and Cæſar now 
Again is dealing the Decrees of Fate! 
1n time retire! the Ruin here may reach you. 
Corn. What Ruin can come nearer to my Heart! 
[ Folding the Urn in her arm: 
O grudge me not this dear Repaſt of Grief! 
Grief is the only Food my Senſe can bear! 
Love has reſign'd its Fondneſs to Affliction, 
Which with the ſame Impatience ſeeks its Object, 
And thus wou'd feed its Woes with full Deſpair, 
| [Shout, Chary, 
[She opens the Urn gently, and gazes into it kneel, 
while Achoreus ſpeaks. 
Acho. Again] the Storm of War approaches | Gods! 
She hears it not! immers'd in deeper Woes! 
Did ever Grief thus dignify the Heart! 
See how her agonizing Frame endures ! 
While Tears run back in Wonder of her Woe. 
1 {Trumpets 
With Care obſerve the Sallies of her Soul, 
1 [To her Attendant, 
While 1 explore th' impending Danger: Guard 
Her Griefs from Violence 'till my Return 
May judge, if Courts, or Temples may protect her, 
2 [Exit 
Corn, Tis done! the Debt of Nature is diſchatg d 
Great, injur'd, peaceful, dear Remains, farewel! 
Grief has enjoy'd its Ecſtaſy of Pain! [Cloſes the ln 
And now a nobler Duty claims my Soul, 
Revenge and Rome demand me back to Life, 
To animate our Cauſe, till Liberty 
Regain'd, may raiſe its Altars to thy Name, 
O Pompey ! that laſt Hope alone prevails; 
For that bleſt Hour, I patient breathe, beneath 
Theſe Loads of dire Calamity, Nor dare, 
Till that's accompliſh'd, lay the Burden down. 


Then 


Ri 
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Then ſhall Cornelia, thro” the Gates of Life, 


gun foremoſt, with the Tidings to thy Shade. 
Alarm. 


Nt 


Enter Achoreus. 
clo. Away, Cornelia! fly, thy Foes have conquer d! 
C:/ar is loſt! and Zgypr triumphs o'er 
The Fate of Pompey. 
Corn. Gods! it cannot be! 
Gy how! the Terrors of the Day deceive thee! 
Acho. O no! the King, who warily, at firſt, 
deem'd n;utral in the Fray; on his Succeſs, 
Exulting now, avows the Enterprize, 
Applauds his Vengeance, and abſolves the Crime, 
Corn. Still am 1 loſt in in Wonder! Was not Ceſar 
By me appriz'd, forewarn'd of this Deſign ? 
Aclo. Too ſhort the Warning, when ſo near the: 
Blow ! i 
For tho his Care no Moment loſt, to ſtop 
His latent Danger, from the Aqueduct; | 
let, ere his Cohorts from their Ships cou'd land;- 
Or thoſe within the Town be drawn to Order, 
Our ſpeedier Troops, impetuous as the Tides 
Of Nie, came pouring thro' our Gates! while Cæſar- 
Now, like a Veſſel from its Anchor blown 
Adrift, and uſeleſs, down the Stream is borne, 
Loſt, and unaided, by the Wrecks around him! 
cn. Yet hold! nor let me hear of Ceſar's Fate l 
e nome, di ſnonour'd by the Means, ſhou'd owe- 
Her Liberty to vile Egyptian Fal ſhood 
Leſt the perfidious Prolomey ſhou'd buy, 
With Cæſar's Head, his Pardon, from the Senate, 
And ward the Vengeance of the Gods, for Pompey “ 
Acho. Who next muſt bleed, the Gods can tell; but 
now 5 
In dread Confuſſon, fly the Reman Eagles, 
Preſt, and retreating to the Pharian I ſle; 
There only have the Valiant Choice, to fall 
On pointed Spears, or periſn in the Seas 
22 | 
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Behind 
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Behind them, The revengeful Prolomey, 
Impatient to reſume the Reins of Empire, PH 
Flew, on the News, to make'the Queen his Capt 
Pretending, now, ſhe is the Kingdom's Foe, 
Confederate with C4 ar, to its Ruin | 

Fly then, Cornelia, from this rolling Danger ! 
Outrage and Slaughter fill the Streets, and ſweep, 
Without Diſtinction, Innocence along! * 
o Iſis' Temple haſte) thy Virtue there 
Secure may wait the Will of Heay'n, | 

Corn. Juſt Gods! 1 

Had I but Life to loſe, the Tumult here 
Might end my Woes; but lefſer Cares myſt wait 
To guard theſe dear Remains, I waye my Fate, It 


The SCENE opening to the Palace, diſcquers Cl 
PG 


Guard. Here our Commiſſion ends. Th" Occaſi 
Madam, ES dd | | 
Of your Confinement now, the King himſelf 
—he approaches. LFK. Gyqd 


* 


Will anſwer — 


Enter Ptolomey. 


Ptol, Gods! I thank you! 
This Hour has well repaid the Wrongs of Empire 
Thou fatal Stain, to the Lagaan Race! 
Inglorious Beer, to the Peace of Kg 
Where is your Paris now ? your Reveller! 
Your Champion Ceſar, who diſſoly d in Pleaſutz, 
Contemn'd the Royal Vengeance, that ſurroundshi 
What, are thy boaſted Charms abaudon'd, lof! 
Has then this glorious Robber left thee hop:lels! 
From thy unguarded Honour ſtoln the Gem, 
And thrown. thee, like a uſeleſs Casket, - b, 
To make his Flight more ſpeedy ? Now recall him. 

Cleo. Ceſar beſt knows his Time---you ſay he's #6 
The Flying liye! the Living may return! 


2 


i 6 
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paul. So deſperate! canſt thou then form a Hope, 
n Ceſars Life? are Malefactors ſaid 
\ live, when o' er their deſtin'd Heads, the Sword: 
f [uſtice rais'd in Air, is falling to the Blow 
< is the State of Ceſar, coop'd in Pharos! 

Ce. On Cæſar's Fate, I know my own depends: 
will precarious Life, when he's no more, 

worth my Care: yet in his vanquiſh'd Heart 
reign'd one Day, the World's Imperial Miſtreſs! 
Empires have their Period: mine, the“ ſhort 
n Earth, ſnall perching on the Wings of Ceſar, 
born through Ages to a deathleſs Fame ! 

hat Beauties yet unborn, reading my Story, 

all find their Virtue ſtagger, at my Conqueſt, . 

nd ſigh for Ceſars, that, like mine, might love! 
7:1. Confuſion ! dar'ſt thou vaunt thy Infamy 2: 
kindling Shame a Stranger to thy Cheek? 

at nor thy Race diſhonour'd, nor the Breach 

ſacred Laws, can give thy Crimes a Terror? 

Clo, Talk'ſt thou of violated Laws! whofe Heart, 
1 cool Deliberation, cou'd renounce them: 

ho deaf to Obligations, to thy Crown reſtor'd,. 
Honour, Gratitude, or Faith of Nations, 
"1's baſely pierce thy Benefactor's Boſom, 

{ ſtzin thy Soul, with bounteous Pompey's Blood r 
ile I, at Hazard of my Throne and Life, 

dye by his Safety to prevent thy Crime. 

with Reſentment fir'd, I ſince have leagu'd* 

th Ceſar, to retrieve my Crown; accuſe 

y own infurious Arms, that firſt uſurp'd it! 
u not warn thee too of Ceſar's Love? 

it thou not know. my Soul was form'd for Empire ?. 
Id cou'dſt thou hope, that maiden Modeſty, 

peeviſh Coyneſs, wou'd reſtrain Ambition? 
at are the Laws that ever yet confin'd it? 


% Love to Ceſar's Merit might be venial! * 


Nature's whole Conſent abhors th' Aſſaſſin. 
"a, Tis well! this Spirit ſhall have further Tryal! 
D. 33 Who 
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| Enter Guard haſtily. ' 

What means thy 9 Terror? 3 
Guard, Look forth, and ſee, Sir---Pharo; is in Flamgy 
Ptol. Confuſion to my Eyes! [Gojng zo the Windry 
Clo. 11 muſt be ſol” GT Y nd A X 5 

The Brand of Vengeance is in Ceſars Hand. 4 

Enter Photinus from the other Side. 


phot. Q Horror! Horror! Ruin, Rage, ax 
| Slaughter, ö 909" HOT 
With Cæſar's Fortune, follow at our Heels! 
O Sir! with Shame and Terror, I pronounce it, 
Fly, fly, while yet Occaſion ſerves, to ſave you. 

Ptol. Gods! let me know the Danger, that compe 

me. 

Phot. While Ceſar in the Pharian Ifle was hemm'| 
And to all Eyes, that ſaw him, deem'd our Prey, 
Death every Moment feeding on his Front; 
And on his Rear, no Hope, but Seas to ſink hin; WM 
Yet Fortune, in his laſt Deſpair, redeem'd him. Wc 


While on the narrow Mole, fierce Decius, joynd 7 
Wich Anton), a while ſuſtain'd the Payy F 
Himſelf perplex'd, and raging at his Fate, ite 
As if, he dying, had reſoly'd to light ts 
His Funeral Pile, with dread Phalaric Darts, 0 
That kindle as they fly, he fires the City; on 
Nor ſpares our Altars from the blazing Ruin! th 
And now far caſting o'er the Main his Eye, T 
With trembling Indignation he beheld er 
His diſtant Fleet inactive to his Aid. ll 
Then heay'd his Breaſt, and ſpringing with 02: 
Thought, „ de. 

He headlong plung'd him in the Wave 1 
Cleo. My Ceſar! | Cl 
Phot. In one rais'd Hand aloft above the Tide, to 


Some Scrolls of high Importance he preſery'd, 
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„with his other, eder e before him! 

»A athwart the 50 Floods of Ni, en 

ome monſtrous Crore” in ach of Prey, | 
ls his huge Length, thro' Showers of Darts | 

4 fearleſs of the hiſhng Shafts 2 bim, ant 

am the fell Ceſar foaming to his Fleet. 

is Troops, that from their Ships beheld his Danger, 
ith Shouts, that echo to the Heav'ns, receiye him, 

or loſe a Moment to regain the Day? 

oy loaded Galleys ply their ſtroking Oars, 

id in an Inſtant pour them on the Strand. 

hey form! they march! thus Ceſar re-inforc'd, 

ious as Libyan Whirlwinds blaws his Fees 

fore him. | 

710. Gods! as Fortune were his Slave! 

clo. Form'd to ſubdue the World, and charm the 

Fair! [Exulting. 

piel. What Hope can ſave us? 

Phot, On this Side the Pharos, | 

ſhere yet our fainting Troops diſpute his Paſſage, 

lght-ſaib'd Veſſel hulls about the Shore. 

hence only can your Fortune ſave you. 

Cle, Hold! 

et ere you periſh, hear a Siſter's Counſel, 

ite of my Injurics, a Brother's Blood 

ts Nature in too horrible Alarm! 

dd not preventing, is to urge thy Ruin! 

om Cæſars Arms, what Earth or Seas can ſave thee ? 

then thy Fear ſuggeſts, thou haſt deſery'd 

dread Reſentment, truſt with me thy Fate: 

ter ſhall theſe Knees unbend from Cæſars Sight, 

ll Cleopatra's Prayers, have ſeal'd thy Pardon! 

?!9/, Audacious Inſult! Pardon! Shall my Crown, 

pendent on a Wanton's Smile, compound 

Crimes! the. Pandar of my own Diſhoaqur?: 

Civ. Thy Fate be on thy Head! 

tel. The Fate of Ceſar, 

* With Ftolameq s, is fd and certain: 


"ut 
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Who firſt muſt periſh, to the Gods is known. 
At leaſt, this Hour ſhall Honour loſt attone; 
My Rage mall on his Heart revenge our Fame, 
Or ſcorn the Life, that dares ſurvive the Shame, 
| [Ex, Ptol. and Phy, 
Cleo. Ungrateful Boy ! thy parting Arrogance _ 
Betrays the rooted Rancour in thy Soul: 
Had Ceſar not eſpous'd my injur'd Right, 
Or had my Eyes engag'd his Arms, for thee ,. 
Then, what thou term'ſt my Shame, were courtlyGloy, 
I thought thy Youth miſguided. by thy Creatures, 
That they alone had wrought thee, to the Tyrant; 
But find thy Nature, to their Hands, had form'd thee, 
My Woman's Heart, forgetful of my Wrongs, 
Wou'd have commended thee to Cæſar's Mercy ; 
But now, while thus thy Hate diſdains my Care, 
IF his juſt Vengeance, for the Blood of Pompey, 
Shou'd overtake thy Guilt; reproach thy Raſhneſs, 
My Fame's acquitted of thy wilful Fate, 
And Grief, in riſing Empire, ſhall forget thee, 
[4 Flourth, 
Hark! hark! the Roman Trumpets, like the Voice. 
Of Fate, pronounce to Cæſar's Arms the Day! 
My Heroe! ſee where joyous Antony 
Flies with a Lover's Haſte, to bear the News. 


Enter Antony. 


Ant. Hail! bright Imperial Monarch of the Nile! 
For ſuch have Cæſars Fortune, and the Fate 
Of Ptolomey, ordain'd thee, 
Cleo. Prolomey! 
What dreadful Ruin cou'd fo ſoon o'ertake him? 
Ant. As Cæſar round the blazing Pharos 
Led his well-order'd Troops, to quench the Flames; 
Forth from the Palace, in diſorder'd Haſte, 
He ſaw the King, 7hotinus, and the Guards, 
Ruſh thro' a Band of Remazs to the Bay; | 
Where Frolamey s young Arm fo bravely fought, ny 
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hat Ceſar, in the Conflict, call'd aloud, 
Spare ! ſpare the King! He, ſcornful of his Mercy, 
With double Fury now renew'd the Fray! 
Jut oh | in vain ! breathleſs, at laſt, he ſaw 
Photinus, and Achillas, by his Side 
Expire! a Death, for their vile Crimes, too glorious! 
it length, his Fortune deſperate, he broke, 
Wich Fury, thro' the Tumult, to the Mole, 
from whence, into a floating Bark he launch'd, 
is laſt Retreat and Hope: but here, his Friends, 
00 zealous for his Safety, urg'd his Fate 
duch Crowds of Followers his Flight attended, 
hat ev'n in Ceſar's View, th',oer-freighted Boat 
Bunk foundring down, and periſh'd in the Deep. 
Cleo, Such is the Vengeance of the Gods for Pompey ! 
Ant. Wefl has his Death atton'd his Errors paſt, 
ince injvr*d Cleopatra, by his Fall, 
joys, at laſt, her undiſputed Empire. 
In Ceſar fought not for himſelf, but you: 
This Moment to your People he proclaims 
ſou Queen, and to conciliate to your Crown 
Their Hearts, and render Ptolomey forgotten, 
onfirms the Laws and native Rights of Ægypt. 
Cleo. Can Caſar have a Foe, that is not ſuch -- 
To Virtue ? C000 DS 
ak, he comes! my Conqueror! 
ly Wiſhes Lord, and Glory of my Heart. 


Enter Cæſar. She runs to embrace him. 


Ci/. O my forſaken Fair! my Toils, at length, 


. 


n Peace and Tranſport yield me to thy Arms! 
all the Conflits . — this Day, ſuſtain'd, 


Fears for thee ſunk deepeſt in my Heart; 

Ind while the Soldier fought, the Lover trembled. 
ut here my Heart, eolle&ed to its Joy, 

vurs out my Cares, forgotten on thy Boſom. 

Clo, Now ye chaſte Matrons, that repraach my 


Behold 


Love, 
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Behold my Cæſar in this Blaze of Glory! 
O let the Dangers of this Day but ſpeak him! 
Let impious Treaſen, thro' the Earth, aſſail him! 
Or, in the Pharos, dreadful Flames ſurround him, 
; Thence hurl him headlong to deyouring Seas! 
While, like the Ocean's God, he rides the Billoyy 
Behold him, thro” this War of Elements 
Victorious! then! then bid theſe Arms refuſe him 
10 
Enter Decius. 


Dec. Ceſar, the publick Joy, in Crowds impatie 
Swarms round the Palace, to behold their Queen, 

Cæſ. A Moment, and the Queen ſhall greetthem, 
Cornelia! | 


Enter Cornelia on the other Side. 


Corn, Caſar, with a divided Heart, I come) 
At once to gratulate, and mourn thy Arms: 
Since Pompey, here, no more Revenge can hopt, 
This fatal Shore is hateful to my Eyes; 

I therefore now remind thee of thy Word, 
Thy promis'd Convoys, for my free Departure, 
Hence let me wing my Flight! with Powpey's Un 
To rouze the drooping Lite of Liberty, 

And arm another World, to blaſt thy Lawrels! 
O Cæſar ] tremble! for my Soul preſages! 
Howe'er thy lawleſs Arms may ſwell thy Power, 
Think not that Rome, tho' conquer'd, will endureti 
Her Genius, like a Lion tam'd, one Day 

May turn, when leaſt ſuſpected, on his Keeper, 
And talk, in Triumph, o'er the Limbs that aw'd I 
Such may be Cæſar's Fate! the Gods have warn'di 
Wou'dſt thou be truly glorious, yield us Peace: 
To Scipio, Pompey's Sons, and Cato, now 

I bend my Courſe; if thou haſt ought to offer, 
That may concern the harraſs'd World's Repo 
Cornelia ſhall report it, 
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, Tell them, this! 

e Laws, they fight for, Ceſar will maintain; 

rare they ſafer, in their Hands, than his! 

en look round the World, and ſee 

at Miſeries attend Abuſe of Power, 

| judge my Conqueſts by the Gods aſſign'd, 

ogive their Laws new Force, and mend Mankind! 
{ then Ambition prompts me to excell 

he greateft Patriot fam'd for ruling well, 

let foul-tongu'd Envy burſt her ſwelling Heart, 

ly conſcious Virtue ſhall perform its Part. 

iſar his Period to the Gods ſhall truſt, 

lar can, 'till Gods forſake him, think his Arms unjuſt, 


Suppoſe this True 


"And lays his Madam's Frailty fair before you ; 


| Let Her with Cs AR live, with AN TONY 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIE LD 


7 48 it not Bold, from fated Rules to Rook, 
And make, the Tragit Muſe commode to Lou 

To eau wictorious Cæſar turn'd Gallant,  ' > 
And what, in Life, the greatsff Warrigfs want, ag 
That all the glorious Battles they may gain. 
Unleſs the Fair are Kind, arg Fought in dan, 
Prim Priides; bt ſure, will urge, that lawlt/? Fit 
In Death, and Deſolation, ſhou'd expire! ""Y 
That Tragedy ſhou'd fright your Hearts from Evil, 
And fhew, that Lowe unlicensd ig the Devil 
Yet, who's to judge the Im 
Wou'd Belles and Beaux refuſe the Foy, from Term 
Our Author, therefore, tells the downright Story, 


: l 


. 


O Ged ! my Lord] wou'd you were Antony Y 
Can you then blame à Muſe, ſubdu'd, to'write, 


To frail, ſhe choſe the Gtand, wit Petit Maitre“ 

Befide, if Cæſar at her Feet cou'd lie, 

Your Tears may flow more Nuſt, for Antony! | 
Since then, his World well Loſt, your Hearts admit 


he — 
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